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Songſter's Magazine: 

A 8 SE ON of 


ENGLISH, IRISH, and SCOTCH 
Songs, Cantatas, Duets, Trios, 
Catches, Glees, &c. 


r 


THE THEATRES, || RANELAGH, 
SADLER'S WELLS, || VAUXHALL, 
ROYAL SALOON, THE APOLLO, 


And other PusLic Gar pens: 
Interſperſed with many Ox 161NALS, VIZ. 


Bacchanalian, Love, Hunting, Martial, Nautical, 
Paſtoral, Political, Satirical, Humourous, &c. 


To which are added, 
A Variety of Toasrs and GENTIMENTS, 
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£6 Mufic the > Food of Love.“ 2 
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e 
Tr ERE is more occaſion for the preſent 
Publication, than the Public (eſpecially the 
Amateurs of Singing) may imagine. Tho' 
there are many Collections of Soxcs, yet 
ſome of them are too voluminous, high- 
priced, out of ſeaſon, or indelicate ; Ob- 
jections which ſhall not occur in this 
Magazine; which, being to be continued 
Monthly, will inſtantaneouſly give every 
new and favorite Sono, whether ſung at 
the Theatres or Gardens, not only in this 
Metropolis, but throughout the Britiſn 
Dominions. The Compiler, Printer, and 


Publiſher, 


* 

Publiſher, will be much obliged to all 
thoſe who are pleaſed to favor him with 
original Songs in manuſcript; and he will, 
without further profeſſions, ule every effort 
to entertain his Patrons in general. 

At the expiration of twelve months, 
one Volume, of twelve Numbers, will be 
completed, at the very moderate price of 
Four Shillings; and a freſh Volume will 
be compoſed, annually, for the purpoſe of 


forming a faſhionable Pocket-Companion, 


No. 3, London-Road, 
St. Gcorge's Fields. 
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An Introductory SONG upon SONGS, for the 
BRITISH APOLLO. 


COME ev'ry britk foul 
Who delight in a bowl, 
In mirth, or what to it belongs ; 
Attend to my verle, 
While here I rehearſe, 
To pleaſe you,—A Song upon Songs. 


But firſt, I declare 
To him, who, to hear 
This little original-——longs ; 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenfive or ill, 
Is contain'd in this—Song upon Songs. 


Great Stateſmen conceal | 
Their Schemes wheel in wheel, 
And under diſguiſe commit wrongs ; 


„ 


I nobody hurt, 
But contribute to mirth, 
By writing—A Song upon Songs. 


The boiſt'rous knave, 
Who pretends to be brave, 
And boaſts of his fights and ding-dongs ; 
When put to the teſt, | 
How fallen his creſt! 
And his courage—A Song upon Songs. 


The Clergy reſort 
To ſuperiors at Court, 

And crave for fat livings in throngs ; 

Wnile I, with low aim, 
Aſpire to fame, 

In ſcribbling—A Song upon Songs. ; 
Taſte differs in all, , 
In great and in ſmall, 3 

A hobby-horſe to all belongs; 

A girl, ball, or play, 
* = A review or birth-day, _ 
Or even—A Song upon Songs. 


— * ; 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle or flute, 
And ſome love a poker and tongs ; 
Some admire a duet, f 
And others a cantat, RE 
And others, My Song upon Songs. 
„ Let 


* 


. 
Let all who've the ſpleen 
Buy this Magazine, 

Such property to it belongs ; 
It will give them a cure, 
As certain and ſure 
As this is—A Song upon Songs. 


But if you proceed, 
And continue to read 4 
Each lay which to this book belongs, 
' Yow'll own, I believe, 
You much pleaſure receive, 
Beſides, from thiz—Song upon Songs. 


WILLIAM OF THE FERRY. 
Sung by Mifs Milne. 


OFT as on Thames banks I ſtray, 
Where nymphs and ſwains appear, 
From all their ſports I turn away, 
If William be not there, 
Nymphs then laugh, 
The ſwains all quaff 
Their cyder, ale, and perry; 
Then a nod and wink, 
While health they drink, 
| To William of the Ferry. 


When on the ſtream the youths A 


1 Their manly {kill to ſhow ; 35 
et | With 


Joy no tranſport can awaken, 


1 


With rival force the oar they bend, 
And o'er the ſurface row; b 
But none, I'm ſure, 
E*er ply the oar, 
Or ſteer ſo well the wherry, 
As he who won 
The prize alone, 
Young William of the Ferry, 


Such bliſs to me his ſmiles impart, 
Whene'er he talks of love; 
That now I find my yielding heart 
Does all his hopes approve ; 
So Hymen's bands 
Shall join our hands, 
Then Pl be blithe and merry, 
And ſing thro? life, 
The happy wife, | 
To William of the Ferry. 


8 ON ©. 
Sung by Mrs. Billington. 
OURT me not to ſcenes of pleaſure, 
This fond heart no more muſt know ; 

Can it beat to Mirth's gay meaſure, _ 

All its ſtrings attun'd to woe ? 
No, the mind by Hope forſaken, 

But of Sorrow ſeeks relief: 


Sighs muſt number out its grief. 1 
TIIE 


I 


( 9) 
SONG. 


HARE ! the bonny Chriſt-Church bells, 
I, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 
They ſound ſo woundy great, 
So wond'rous ſweet, 8 
And they troll ſo merrily, merrily. 


Hark! the firſt and ſecond bell, 
That every day at four and ten 
Cries, come, come, come, 
Cries, come to pray'rs; 
And the virger troops before the dean, 


Tingle, tingle, ting goes the ſmall bell at nine, 

To call the bearers home; | 
But the dev'l a man 
Will leave his can, 


Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


CHELSEA QUARTERS. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
(COME, hear an old campaigner's ſong, 
A Britiſh ſoldier's ſtory ; | 
Who oft has train'd the martial throng 
4 To nob!e deeds of glory. 
But let not boaſting ſwell my-praiſe, 
| Who's tac'd hot balls and mortars, 
In hopes to ſpend my latter days 
In pence, in Chelſea Quarters, 
B On 


( 70 ) 


On ſwampy grounds and burning lands, 
In march and counter matches ; 4 | 

I've met in fight the hoſtile bands, | ; ( 
And ſunk beneath my gaſhes; I 


Yet innate valour chear'd my heart, 7 
*Tis fear the coward ſlaughter's, = 
And he that takes a ſoldier's part. „ 
Secur'd me Chelſea Quarters, 3 
1 1 
| 
7 To ſay what foes my arm bas ſlain, | 
1 Would daſtard be a venture: | 1 7 
1 My duty ne'er regarded pain, — 
1 In van, or rear, or center: 8 
1 Full oft I've drench'd my ſword in blood £3 
19 And forded many waters, 1 7 
19 In hopes, when war ſhould ceaſe her flood, 2 
To fix in Chelſea Quarters. a. A 
And heaven bleſs his majeſty, _ 
Who leaves a vet'ran—never : 0 
Grown old and hack'd up, as you fee, I 1 
He's penſion'd me for ever; "8 
My tent is fix'd at laſt for life, (4 
And ſafe from mines and mortars; V 
Tho? kingdoms wage eternal ſtrife, A 
I'll ne er _ Chelſea Quarters, | Ir 
W 4 l A 
FFC 
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En 
THE SKY-LARK, 
By Shenſtone. 
(G9, tuneful bird, that gladf the ſkies, 
on Daphine s window ſpeed thy way; 


And there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there thy vacal heart difplay : 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 


And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her, the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine 3 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd with thine? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and Ag forlorn. 


* S „ 
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DEAR Tom this brown jug that now foams | 
with mild ale, 


(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the Vale) 
Was once Toby Philpot's, a thirſty old ſoul, 


As &er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 
In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore of the bell— 
Bell, he bore of the bell. 


3 
It chanc'd as in dog - days he fat at his eaſe, 
In his fl w'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 


His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he dy'd, full as big a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body when long in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had deſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug. 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown 

Jug; 

Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale, 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the Vale 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


— — ꝗ lN  ——  —_— — 
BAGSHOT-HEATH CAMP. 
Tune-=-** O my Kitten, my Kitten, Sc. 


O Lord, . what a place is camp! 
What wondertul doings are here ! 


How the people are all the tramp. 
| Now to me it looks dev liſn queer! 
There's ladi:s a ſwigging of gin! 
And crop macaronies likewiſe! 
There's I with my who'll up and win! 
Come here is your hot Mutton Pies. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


There's 


e, 


&c. 
re's 


„ 


There's horſes, and aſſes, and chaiſes, 
And waggons and carts out of number ! 


Here's racketing nights and by days, 


And inns full of dead and live lumber ! 
Now there is a beau in a gig! 
And here is a lady in clover ! 
And there lies an Alderman's wig, 
With Billy the Taylor done over. 
Tol lol de rol, 


There's galloping this way and that, 
With Madam, ſtand out of the way; 
There's fie, Sir, what would you be at? 8 1 
Come, none of your impudence, pray! N 
There's halt, to the right about face, | 
There's laughing, and ſcreaming, and cries 
There's milliner's men out of place, 
And I with wy hot Mutton Pies. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


There's the Heath all the World like a Fair ; 
There's Butlers, Sutlers, and Cooks ; 
There's popping away in the air, 
And Captains with terrible looks ! 
There? s how d'ye do?——Pretty well! 
O the duſt has half blinded my Eyes; 
There's Fellow, what have you to ſell? 
Why, Here! is my hot Mutton Pies. 
Tol lol de rol, Kc. 
THE 
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THE LAD IS PRETTY. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


JN Simmer time when aw is gays 
And looks wi fic a grace, 


I gladly ken the lambkins play, 


As round the meads I trace ; 

Then Jockey tunes his pipe with glee, 
And fings ſo blithe a ditty, 

I ane he's pleaſing unto me, 
For, troth, the lad is pretty. 


His face is ruddy as the morn, 
And gow den is his hair 

Good-nature does his mind adorn, 

And canty is his air: 

J loo him well, I need muſt ane, 
He is ſa blithe and witty ; 

But yet I mun a tell him ſane, 
Although he is ſae pretty. 


For when lads ken we laſſes like, 
They'll try an artful tale, 

To gain their ends is aw belike, 
If once they can prevail: 

'To leave us then is their delight, 
Wiout one grain of pity ; 

Sa I mun keep my mind outright, 

Although the lad is pretty. 


Na | 


41 


Na mickle he's of worldly gear, 
He did to me confeſs, 

If he is true I dinna care, 
Indeed if it were leſs: 

To kirk if he will gang wi me, 

I then will ſhew him pity; 

And happy I with him ſhall be, 
For, troth, the lad 1s pretty, 


17 
«at 


AIR, in OSCAR AND MALVINA. 
Sung by Mr. Munden, | 


1 Am a jolly gay pedlar, 
Come here to ſell my ware; 

Yet tho in all things I'm a meddler, 

I meddle moſt with the fair; 5 
When I ſhew my ribbands to miſſes, 

Tho? copper and filver I gain; 
Yet better I'm pleas'd with the bliſſes, 

That I cannot now explain. | 

| I am a jolly gay pedlar, &c. 


Fools fay that this life is but ſorrow, 
And ſeem diſinclin'd to be gay; 

But why ſhould we think of to-morrow, 
When we may be happy to-day ? 


J rove round the world for my pleaſure, 


Reſolvꝰd to take nothing amiſs, - 
And think my exiſtence a treaſure, . 
When bleſt with the cup and the kiſs, 
1 They 


by 


616 


They ſurely are thick-headed aſles, » 
Who know that youth's gone in a crack, 
Yet will not enjoy, as it paſſes, 


The ſeaſon that never comes back. 5 CE 
Let time jog on flower or quicker, | 1 
Or whether we're filly or wiſe, Z But 


We ſhall not be the worſe tor good liquor, 
Or the ſmiles of a girl with black eyes. 


ä Like 
LOVEEY SUE; = I | 

HE main with darkneſs mantled o'er, 3 
n 8 : 2 To tt 
The howling tempeſt blew, I ; 


Yet dread of ſeeing thee no more, 
Wes all the tear I knew; 


Tho* out of fight, ne'er out of mind, 
Thy tailor always true, 


Regar ded moi e than waves or wind, 
The ſighs of lovely Sue. 


i 8 When we met the haughty foe, 
| And bullets round us flew, 
With doubte firength I gave each blow, 
To merit-thee, my Sue. 
Tho? cut of ſight, ne'er out of mind, 
My heart ſtill fonder grew, 
In Fancy's glaſs, to lovers kind, 
- I gaz'd on thee my Sue. 


A NEW 


1 
S$ O N G. 
On the Royal Cumberland Fleet, 


| 89 ye Lads of the Fleet, 

3 Let us never retreat, 
1 But our Commodor's Signals obey ; 
; Ard ſing as we fail, 

1 Laugh, drink, and regale, 

Like ſailors drive dullneſs away, 

4 My brave Boys. 


Our anchors below, 
3 Then we chearfully go, 
To the windleſs, and get under weigh; 
I A breeze filting the fails, 
3 Clear away your main brails, 
See _ canvas well trim'd, then belay? 
My brave Boys. 
With a full flowing fail, 
We never can fail, 
he port of good humour to find, 
But happy let's be, 
On ſhore, or at fea, 
Going large, or cloſe haul'd on a wind, 
; My brave Boy 8. 
In enz the line, 
1 We'll cheerfully Join, 
When the union is at the maſt- 


C Then 


Then abreaſt we arrange, 

Our ſtations ne'er change, 

Till to alter the fignal is made, 
My brave Boys. 


The union at peak, 
No orders we ſeek, 
Our Leader we'll never forſake ; 
Line a head, we will form, 
Light breeze, or a ſtorm, 
And come chearfully into his wake, 
My brave Boys. 


A NEW SONG. 


MARY ! O too charming maid! 
Oft have I ſought thy heart to move ; 
Yet ſtill my tongue its truſt betray'd, 
I figh'd, but durſt not tell my love. 


- 
f 
FF 
: 
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Can'ſt thou not gueſs this heaving ſi gh, 
Burſts from a heart that loves too well? 


| Canſt thou not read the tearful eye, 7 
z Where laughing Joy was wont to dwell ? 4 


Yet hopeleſs as my ſighs may be, TR ; 
Think not I wiſh a mean releaſe; © ( 
Nor would J, if I could be free, I * 
Or quit my Love, or purchaſe pence. : Wh, 
ANACRE- | 2 $1 


1 
ANACREONTIC SONG, 


LEST be the bright, the genial bowl; 
: Drink, lovely girl, nor fear exceſs ; 
This with freſh vigour fires the ſoul, _ 
And checks the tear of dull Diſtreſs. 


Ah! turn afide that chilling look; 
Coldneſs and youth but ill agree; 

Quaff the rich grape, abjure the brook, 

hd live and love, and rove with me. 


78. 


: Come haſte, my fair, and let us ſeek 
; The deepeſt bower theſe woods have made; 
There will I hide thy bluſhing cheek, 


Nor wait for loitering evenings ſhade. 


Then while I ſnatch a balmy kiſs, 

Round me thy glowing limbs ſhall twine, 
Till panting in the warm embrace, 

Thou too ſhall bleſs the warmth of wine. 


THE ROSY MORN, &c. 
By Mr. C — 


THE roſy Morn unbarr'd her gate, 
To let the day appear, 
3 Whenl, afraid of b'ing too late, 
CRE- Stole ſoftly to my dear. 
; C2 Wrapt 


Wa 


Wrapt in a pleafing fleep ſhe lay, = | 


Her veil was looſely ſpread, 
Which did her tender limbs betray, 
Nor kept ene beauty hid. 


T gently ſtole an am' rous kiſs, 
Which crimſon'd o'er ber face; 

Nor yet content with ſuch a bliſs, 
Sought a diviner place. 


Ye Pow'rs ! when panting on her breaſt, 
No greater boon I'd fue, 
Pad all the tranſports of the bleſt, 
A heav'n in ev'ry view. 


Her eyes then, op'ning like the day, 
Emit a piercing beam; 

She wak d-] Role with ſpeed away, 
She took it for a dean. 


THE SMILING MORN, Kc. 


THE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring. 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing ; 
And while they warbte from each ſpray, 

Love melts the univerſal lay; 

Let us, Armarida, timely wile, 

Like them, improve the hour that flies; 
And in foſt raptures waſte the day, 
Among the birks of Innermay. | 
: a For 


hk. * WF k * * 5 
„ . 2, 


For 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 


And age, life's winter, will appear: 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 
As that muſt blaſt each verdant ſhade, 

_ - Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters love no more: 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Innermay. 0 


3 on 
The DYING NEGRO. 
Tune, The SON of ALKNOMOURK.” 


| © lap my toll d limbs ſickly languors 


are ſhed, | 
And the dark miſts of Death on my 1 are 


ſpread, - 
Before my laſt ſufferings, how gladly I bend, 


For the ftirong; arm of Death is the arm of a 
Friend. 


Againſt the” hot breezes hard Arnyyſes my 
| breaſt, 
slow, flow beats my heart, and T haften to reſt; 
No longer ſhall anguiſh my faint boſom rend, 
For the ſtrong arm of Death is the arm of A 
Friend. | 


No more mall I fink in the deep ſcorching air, 
No more ſhall ſharp hunger my weak body dear, 


No 


8 „ 
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No more on my limbs ſhall keen laſhes deſcend, 
For the ſtrong arm of Death is the arm of a 
Friend. 


DO 


j 
| 
f 
{ 


Ye Ruffians! who tore me from all T held 
dear ; | 
Who mock'd at my wailing, and ſmil'd at my 
tear, | 
Now, now ſhall T'ſcape—every torture ſhall end, 4 
For the ſtrong arm of Death is the arm of a p 
Friend. | - I 


| | i 
— —— EET FE ——— ö 
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s Oo N s, 


Call'd Patrick O'Connor's Deſcription of the F | 
Indian Campaign, with his Friend Tippoo. 1 | 
Tune“ Corporal Caſey”. = 


ROM ſweet Tipperary, to pick up ſome 
honour, 


F | I'm here to be ſure, little Patrick O'Connor ; : 
1 With Dennis O'Neal, Teddy Blane and O' Carty; / c 
| By my ſoul, we have rauted the Blackamoor = - 
party. 5 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, faith Mr. Tippoo; I , 

We have boder'd your head, and we've made 
_ you to ſkipO! : c 
Devil burn me, you're quiet, ſo FEA Mr. 4 


Tippoo. 


E 


Now, d'ye ſee, the queer Chief would have fail 


C93 3 


made us bellow ; 

But for gallant CoxxwALILIs, that fine Britiſh 
fellow, 

While Tippoo made ſure now, to kill us and 
eat us, 

With the half of his kingdom we made him to 
treat us. 

Och! rub a dub, row de dow; ſo, Mz. Tippoo, 


You fain wou'd have given us, my jewel, the 


lip O! 
Arrah, honey, be eaſy ; now do, Mr. Tippoo. 


What good-looking creatures theſe lacks of 

rupees, Sir; 

Then the two lads, great Tippoo' s ſons, if you 

paleaſe, Sir, 

To be ſure, Mr. Sultan, with us they an't 
ſleeping, | 


Nor you get them again till you pay for their 


keeping. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow; faith, Mr. Tippoo, 
To be ſure you won't pay us for taking a trip O! 
Which we did, juſt to ſay, How d'ye do, Mr. 
Tippoo ??? 


0! England and Ireland, my jewel, for ever, 
Their hearts are ſo great, and their ſoldiers ſo 
clever ; | 


Now 


| 
| 
f 
ö 


( 2+. * 
Now Tippoo wou'd fain ſend us back with 


1 i] pretences, 
1 But, d'ye wind, it won do till he's paid all 

3 ji expences. ; 

2 | Och! rub a dub, row « dow; Do, Mr. Tippoo, J 1 | 
3 Not a man muſt take horſe, and ride home in a 

N | ſhip O! ; . 
Fi Till the reck'ning is paid—then good day, Mr. 5 

15 On.” 12 
| HUNTING SONG. =, 
| q 2 (COME j join, my ſtaunch Lads, to the found of 1 

1 the horn, 3 1 
1 Now the grey- ey d ſweet Goddeſs is ſeen; 3 

14 All hail to the glow of Aur ra's freſh daun, Pe 


That gives grace to the Woodland and Green. 
Hark ! the deepeſt ton'd note, of the oldeſt. N. 
dog's tongue, 1 
With the neighing of each prancing ſteed; 


The ſcent of the one lead: him ſwiftly along, a Fr 
And the other finds ſtrength to his ſpeed. . ; 11 
The Huntſman's ſweet muſic agree to the deed BY 
And make merry, men, horſes, and hounds ; T3 
In the chaſe as in battle, the bold takes the lead, 
O'er hedges, brooks, ditches or bounds : In 


| The fleet Rag, the fly fox, or the poor timid hare, 
No matter on which we ſhall call; | 
Either—to us, or the hounds, it is fair, 


We rejoice at the death of them all, 


T 2 3 
THE LAMPLIGHTER. 


Tune, Im Jolly Diet the n 
1 Am a jolly Lamplighter, 


; As ever tript along, 
„ I make my glaſſes clean by day, | „ 
3 At night to light the throng -; 
Z Thro' wind and rain, or froſt, or low, 
- I chearful trudge away, 
But as the Sun's my Dad, you know, 
Why Father lights by day. 


But when you'd think my toil was paſt, 
£- | By lighting every one, 
The fame round I muſt go at laſt 
Before my work 1s done; 
For wintry ſtorms, you know, will riſe, 
. © And blow the light away; 
t.. Not ſo with Daddy in the ſkies, 
Wo only lights by day, 


From ſtreet to ſtreet I then mult trudge, 
Each lamp to light agam, 
My Maſter Pays, and Dick muſt 20 ge, 
|, Por idleneſs is vain: 
5 I mount the ladder cheerfully, 
, And re: illume the ray; 


0 In vain I to my Dad do cry, 
» Hs e only rules the day. 1 Y 
Z 
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And Jove, in diſguiſe, ſtill approv'd our defign : 


( 26 ) 
At laſt, indeed, I go to-bed, 
As tir'd as one can be 
When on the pillow laid my head, 
No King ſleeps ſound as me; 
And when at laſt I've done my toil, 
As a body here may ſay, 


I'll ſeek my Dad, to get ſome oil, 


Who ohly lights by 19 08 


THE STRANGERS AT HOME: 
By Mr, Oakman. 


WHILE Fancx, 
the world, 


that traveller, trips round 


In ſearch of adventures ineeſſantly hurl'd, 
For this thing, or that thing, Tome nick-nack or 


toys, 
Makes a toil of a pleaſure, yet nothing enjoys ; 5 
Should Chance ſend him here, 
Let him ſtop without fear, 
With folly no longer he”ll find he need roam, 
While a bumper invites him to-Strangers at home. 


Here Bacchus, inſpir'd with wine, lifts the fong, 


And Momus with mirth does the evening prolong; 
Apollo, ſometimes, with the Muſes will join, 


Each 


und 


F 7 4 


Each happy God 

Declar'd with a nod; 
Such true jolly fellows they ne'er would be em , 
Contented to join with—theStrangers at home. 


If thus the Celeſtials delight in our ſcheme, 
Each mortal will certainly hail the gay theme, 
And a Prince, for good humour renown'd on the 

earth, 
With a ſmile give aſſent ta our heart-cheering 
mirth; 
Convivials then raiſe 
115 Each voice to his praiſe, 
Reverberate loudly the ſtrains thro! the gome, 
Toy happy are rapes are Strangers at home. 


Good fellowſhip. crowns: all. the: pleaſures of 
life, 
The cement of friendſhip, controller of ſtrife; 
And this with a bumper {till baniſhes care! 
Then for Strangers we will have a little to ſpare: 
Hut vague is that word, | 
| Unmeaning, abſurd, 
We're brethfen in life thro' the world tho” we 
foam, 


And when thus we're met—are all gwwangers at 


With 
D 2 | | 


( 28 ) 


With party and faction w'ye nothing to dog 
But wit, mirth, and friendſhip, keep ever in view 3 
To Love and to Beauty we lift up the lay, 
For Beauty aids Bacchus, to make our hearts gay: 

Drink, laugh, love, and fing, . 
RY Since time's on the wing, 
Each ſocial in mind to our feſtival come, 
For here they ſhall find--all are Stran gers at home. 


A 1 0 6. 


Sung by a Boy belonging to the Band of the 
Queen's Regiment, at an Entertainment given 
by the Officers of the Garrifon of Gibraltar, 
on the 11th of May, to PRINCE Epwarp, | 


previous to his embarkation for Canada. 


'A SCENDING Calpe's ſtately brow, 

'* We ſee ſweet flowers ſpontaneous grow; 
As theſe their mingling ſcents diſcloſe, 
The rocky ſteeps their horrors loſe; 

Regal'd, we turn our eyes to view 
The diſtant landſcape's purple hue, ZH WA 
The liquid plain's tranſparent bound, | 
And ſcenes for warlike deeds renown'd, 


War's rugged paths have alſo flowers, 
Gay mirth, and ſong, and feſtive hours; 
And from the ſteep aſcent to fame, 

The proſpect of a glorious name. 


I, 


= 


T 


5 
iew 2 


gay: 


Ome. 


„ 


See o'er yon weſtern mountain's ſhade, 
The evening's bluſhing radiance fade: 
So fades our joy round Calpe' s brow, 
For Royal Edward leaves us now! 


*T was he who taught us how to pair 
The ſoldier's toil, the leader's care; 
Yet cheer'd fatigue with feſtive bours, 
And ſtrew'd War's rugged paths with flowers... 


Ye Breezes, ſafely waft him o'er, . 
To brave the cold Canadian ſhore, 
To ſpread afar his riſing tame, . 
And make his own a glorious name. 


YET I'M OBLIG'D TO KNOCK UNDER: 
By Mr. Oalman. 


AS I wander'd along, and was humming a ſong, 
No harm I imagin'd, I vow, 
When fair Phillis ſo neat, ſo charming, complete, 
I met, and I made a low bow; 
Tho' I'd Cupid defy'd, yet he humbl'd my pride, 
I was fill'd on a ſudden with wonder! ; 
When my paſſion I ſpoke, ſhe turn'd it to Joke, 
Yet I am oblig'd to—knock under, A 
9 


C 30 JN 
To the eve, from the dawn, thro? the vale o'er 
the lawn, 

I follow wherever ſhe goes, 
And I think in my. miad, ſhe ſeerns rather more 

WE, kind, 

Which pleaſes me, you may ſuppoſe ; 
I ak'd for a kiſs, ſhe thought it amiſs, 

Yet I took it, and where is the wonder ?. 
Becauſe you may gueſs, and the truth will 

confeſs, 
That in time I ſhall make her—knock under. 


She! s a ſweet pretty ching, and is fit for a 
king, 


T 


F 


Her eyes are as black as a ſloe, 3 
Then her cheeks are o'er ſpread with a | Coreet f 
white and red, 2 \ 
* Which always is pleaſing, you know; = Oc 
Still to love I'm inclin'd, ſhe's ſo much to my- | 4 
mind, 7 | 
Of females ſhe ſure is the wonder, 4 At 
And if T have wit, her faucy to hit, 4 : 
hope T ſhall make her—knock under. | 
I aſk'd her to wed, ſhe hung down her head, WI 
Yet conſent I perceiv'd in her eye; = 
Then I kiſs'd her again, and ſhe did not complain, Or 
' Love's Abt ſhe could not deny: = 7 
4 0 


re. 


nll 


cet 


lain, 


At ev'ning's approach I am gay, 


5 
To the church then we went, quite ry. 
content, 
You will find J have not made a blutider; 
For, by day and by night, we are crown'd with 
delight, 
As Phillis conſents to- knock under, 


— — 
ANACREONTIC SONG, 
By Peter Pindar. 


HE world is a whimſical round, | 
Where ſome are a laughing, ſome e 3 
For me, all care I have drown'd —_ 
In a glaſs, when good liquor I'm m drinking, | 
Whene're you are ſickly or ſad, 
You ſurely muſt drink to be merry, 
Oc with thinking go certainly mad, 


Then O! for a Bumper of Sherry. 


' — 


wh 


And with my companions get mellow; 
Then all of them truly will fay, $a 
He advis'd like a good hearty: fellow 
Whene' er you are fickly or ſad, 
You ſurely muſt drink to be merry, 
Or with thinking go certainly mad, 
Then O! for a Bumper of Sherry. 
Anacrcos 


1329) 
Anacreon, he lov'd a full bowl, 
Like wiſe a fine heart-cheering bottle; N 
Ah ! peace to his honeſt old ſoul, 2 
Tho? Death took him off with a throttle; “ | 
Then when you are ſickly or ſad, 
You ſurely muſt drink to be-merry, : 
For drinking will make your heart glad, J 7 
Then O ! for a Bumper of Sherry. 4 


To die, you know, Nature requires; { 
All mortals muſt go to the grave, Sirs; b 
"Tis my wiſh, before each one retires, 
Another full bumper to have, Sirs; 
For when you are ſickly of ſad, 

_ "You ſurely muſt drink to be merry, 3 
Or with thinking go certainly mad, Ar 
Then O! for a Bumper of Sherry, _ 

Titol de rol, &c. 


* He was choak'd with a Grape-ſtone, 1 No 


8 NS. 
Tune. Mpile from your looks,” 
HEN in good company we are, 1 
Who wou'd make room for anxious Care? £ 
For ought in life, who'd now repine? 1 
Whilſt we have muſic, love, and wine. 
Come, let us put around the glaſs, 
| And drink to all.the ladies joy; 
All other trifles ſoon will paſs, 
But myrth's a thing will never cloy. 
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; FROM THE SURRENDER OF CALAIS, 
DUET=--LA GLOIRE' AND MADELON. 
1 MADELON. 

— | CO you to battle march away, 


And leave me hear complaining ? 

3 Tmfure *twould break my heart to ftay, 
4 When you were gone campaignibg: 
f Ah! non, non, non, 

. Pauvre Madelon 

'Y Could never quit her rover 

4 Ah! non, non, non 
Pauvre Madelon 
Would go with you all the world over ! 


LA GLOIRE. 


And can you to the battle go, 
To woman's fear a ſtranger ? 


MADELON. ' 


I No fear my breaſt will ever know, 
1 But when my Love's in danger. a 
1 Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Fears only for her rover! 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 3 85 5 


Care? i | Would go with you all the world over! 
: ? BOTH. : 
Then let the world jog as it will, 
Let hollow friends forſake us; __ 


We both ſhall be as happy ſtill, 
As war and love can make us. 
E 0s Ah! 


„ 


Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall never quit her rover! 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall go with you—[ me] all the world over! 


. MADELON. 
ITREEMRBLE to think that my ſoldier's ſo bold, 
To jee with what danger he gets all his gold ; 
But danger all over, 'twifl keep out the cold, 
And we ſhall be warm when we're marry'd. 


For riches, tis true that I covet them not, 
Unlefs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot; 

And he ſhall be maſter of all I have got, 
The very firſt moment we're marry'd. 


My heart, how it beats! but to look to the day, 

In church, when my father ſhall give me away ; 
But that I ſhall augh at, I've heard many ſay, 
A day or two after we're marry'd! 


SER IEA NT. 
Mv e ſo famiſh'd and queer, 
Hear the drums, how they jollily beat; 
They fill our French hearts with good cheer, 
Altho' we have Waun to eat! 
Rub-a-dub ! 


CHORUS OF soLDIERS. 
Nothing to eat —rub-a dub! 
Rub a-· dub we have nothing“ to eat. 
Then, hark to the merry-ton' d fife; 
＋ o hear it, twill make a man younger; 


1 


Bui 


1 


I tell you, my lads, this is Yiu 
For any one dying of hunger! 


Toot-a- too! ' 


Dying with hunger—toot-a-too : 
Toot-a-too—we are dying with hunger! 


The foe to inſpire you to beat, 
1 Only liſt to the trumpet 10 ſhrill ! 
| Till the enemy's kill'd, we can't eat; 
11 Do the job you _ eat all you kill! 
| Ran-ta-ran ! 
We'll eat all we kill—ran-ta-ra ! 
Ran-ta-ran—we may eat ail we kid! 


* — — — 

; A HUNTING SONG. | 
> I NOV Aurora is up, the ſweet goddeſs of day, 
y-; Bp Let's hail the gay oymph ot the morn, 

„ =X Bid the ſhepherds and maids tune their tabours 
and play, 
Bid the huntſman attend with his horn. 


To laviſh dull rules let the Cit be ongu'd, 
Let him toił day and night too for wealth; 
Z To hunting and fowling our lives are confin'd, 
' Bf And our riches, my lads, is good health ! L, 
_ 
os By yon rural copſe, juſt opening to fight, 
View the young tender brood, and iepare ; 
Let them firit for the ſky, my goog boys, wing 
cheir flight; 
True ſportimen delight to ſhoot fare. 
E 2 When 
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go round, 
Let us merrily revel and ſing; ; 
In woman and wine true harmony's found 
Fill your glaſſes, and toaſt to the King! 


8 O0 N 85 
By Mr. GA X; | 
L L in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When bleck-ev'd Sufan came on hoard, 


O! where ſhall I my True love- find! 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 


If my ſweet William fails among your crew? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock*d by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 
The rope ſlides ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
And guick as lightning on the:deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 

If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt.— 

The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


When return'd from the chaſe, let the bumpers 


Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely dear! 
iy vows ſhall ever true remain; 


Let me kiſs off that falling tear: 

We only part to meet again. 

Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
Ihe faithful compals that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, _ * 7 2 . 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind : | 

I They'll tell thee, ſailors when wan | = | 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find; N | 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell the ſo, [1 

For thou art preſent whereloe' er J yo. | ] 


If to fair India? s coaſt we ſail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di' monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; 
Thy kin 1 is ivory ſo white? 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
2 Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return:  _ 
8 Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, wh | 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan' s eye. | 


] The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms 7 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; _ 

; They kiſs*d, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 
ler leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cry d, and! W. ay'd her my wn. 


A SONG 
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4 8 ON c, 


Ia the SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


ERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Eikewiſe to the widow of fifty; \ 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, gd. 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 3 - 
Let the toaſt paſs, * A 
Drink to the laſs, A 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe r the glaſs. 


Here s to the maiden whok dimples we prize, In 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 39 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, Ai 
And here is to her that's but one, Sir. 13 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. WI. 
Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, An 
And to her that's as brown as a berry; _ KC 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 4 | 
And here's to the girl that is merry. i = 
8 the toaſt pals, &c. JI 7a 
Let her be clumſy, or let her be flim, I f 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather; << M- Wh 
S0 fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, = 0 
And eben let us toaſt them together. 1 Anc 


Let the toaſt pals, 
Drink to the laſs, 
T1 warrant ſhe'Il prove an excule for the olaſs. "Y 
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SON 


while the pendants inactive, ſtands ſhivering withcold, 


When the birds to the bara come hovering fot food, p 


a £ 
And the poor timid hare in vain fc eks the wood, 


* 
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N ER; 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


W HEN the trees are all bear, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt, of 
| When Nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of greens KW 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt: =_ 


As bleak the winds northerly blow; | 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their fold, | 
With their faces beſprinkled with ſnow. 


In the yard, when the cattle are fodder'd with bra, 8 


And they ſend forth their breath like a ſtream; 

And the neat looking dairy maid fees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream: 

When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, often flides; 

And the ruſtics laugh loud, if, by falling, ſhe ſhews 
All the charms that her modeſty hides, 


When the ade and the laſſes, for company join'd, 

In acroud round the embers are met, 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind,- 
And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat : 


Or they filently fit on the ſpr 

Leſt ber footſteps her courſe ſhould betray. | 
Heav's n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 

With the mph whom [I love and admire, 


While the icicles hag from the eves of my cot, 
J may thither in ſafety retire! 
Whers 
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Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free ſrom ſurprize, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 
— —— — — — 
et 19:3. BD N, 
IN THE WATERMAN. 

AND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman, 
Who at Black- friars bridge us'd for to ply ? 
He fea her'd his oars with ſuch {kill and dexterity, 

| Winning each heart, and delighting each eye: 
He look'd 1o neat, and row'd ſo ſteadily, - 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat fo readily ; 
And heey'd the young rogues withſocharming an air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a . < 


What i ghts of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry; 1 
*T was clean'd out fo neat, and ſo painted withal! 
He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies, 


In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 


And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, F : 
But *twas all one to Tom, their giggling and jeering; 


For loving. or liking, he little did care, 
For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


41. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 4 


As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charming, 


That ſhe ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraightway in love he did fall. : 
And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 2 


He'd wed her to-night, before it was morrow : 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 


When he's marry*d, and never in want of a fare ? 4 
5 GRAMA- 


ze, 


FA 


TE I 
are? 


MA- . 


Ah! gramachree, macollenonge, ma Molly afhtore! 


3 The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, lay ſcatter*d 


3 | How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her in 


row, 


1 


GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 


AS down on Banna's bank I ſtray'd, one ev'ning 
in May, 


3 The little birds, in blytheſt notes, made vocal ev'ry 


lay : 
They ſung their little tales of love, they ſung them 
o'er and o'er : 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of 
nature yields, 


— — __—— —— 


oer the fields; 
Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whem I adore. 
Ah! gramachree, &c.. 


laid me down upon a. bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 
That doom'd me thus the Aare of love, and cruel 
\ Molly's hate; 5 


it's core? | 4 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Lou ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear : Ah! b « by did I 


believe? 
Yet who could think ſuch tender words were meant 
but to deceive ? 
That love was all T aſk*d on earth; nay, heav'n could 
give no more. 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 
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| But, 
O! bad I all the flocks that graze on yonder = 
yellow hill, : | | 10 
Or low'd for me the numerous herds that yon green 
paſture fill; Whe 
With her I love I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecqgg W. 
ſtore. | 1 But ( 
Ah! gramachree, &c. MM. 
Two turtle- doves above my head ſat courting on a 1 
bough, > : „ Then 
I envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill 14 

and coo ; 10 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſnew'd, but now, alas 
'tis o'er. | EVher 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 4 # 3 
'm“ 
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy loſs Ie'er mY 
mall mourn; | 0. ti 
While life remains in Strephon's heart, 'twill beat Age 
for thee alone; $A huf 


Tho? thou art falſe, may Heaven on thee its choiceſt Ive 
bdleſſings pour. = 
Ah! gramachree, ma collenouge, ma Molly aſhtorc! 


— — — 
I'VE LOST MY HEART TO TEDDY. 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall. 


YOUNG Teddy is an Iriſh lad, 
So blithe, ſo tight, ſo merry, 
And when in ſcarlet beaver clad, # 
The pride of Londonderry. 
Then, Teddy, ſhun the war for me, 
Ah, Nor an, be but ſteady = | 
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But, arrah now, it cannot be, 
I've loſt my neart to Teddy, 
O, I've loſt my heart to Teddy. 


We look'd ſo at each other; 


ö But Cupid play'd too ſure by half, 


My heart was, in a pother. 


4 Ted ſeiz'd my hand, and ſtole a kiſs, 


Indeed, ſaid I, already? 
Then forc'd a frown, but *twas amiſs, 
led loſt my heart to Teddy, 

O, I'd loſt my heart to Teddy. 


VW hene'er the creature meets me now, 


'Tis, Love, when ſhall we marry ? 


I I'm half inclin'd to keep my vow, 


And that 1s not to tarry. 

'tis ſo ſweet to join the knot, 
And Hymen's always ready ; 
A huſband is—what is he not! 
I've loſt my heart to Teddy, 


N O, Pve loſt my heart to Teday. 


SONG. By Ar. Jabnftone. 


f Nd. I was at home, I was merry and friſky, 


My dad kept a pig, and my mother lol. 
| Whiſky ; 


y uncle was rich, but would never be eaſy, 


1 111 I was inliſted by Corporal Caſey. 
1 ch! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey! 


y dear little Shelah, 1 thought wou'd run crazy, 


hen 4 trudg'd away with tough Corporal Caiey. 
F 2 
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] march'd for Killkenny, and as I was thinking 
On Shelah, my heart in my boſom was ſinking ; 
But ſoon 1 was forc'd to look freſh as a daily, 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey. 
Och! rb a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey ! 
The devil go with him! I ne'er cou'd be lazy, 
He fluck in my ſkirts fo, old Corporal Caſey. 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly | | 
That fell on my pate, but they bother*d me rarely; : 
And who ſhou'd the firſt be that dropt ?—why, an!“ 

pleaſe ye, _ 
It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caley ; 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey. 
Thinks 1 you are quiet, and I ſhall be eaſy, 
So eight years I ſought without Corporal Caſey. 


— 


„ 


N G 
By Mr. Cunningham. 


HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton in the winding ſtream, 

And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts be gone, heart - ſoothing ſleep, 

Where you've ſo 1-1dom been, - 

Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 7 
In primroſe chaplets gay; 3 
Tit morn unbars her golden gate, 3 


And gives the promis d May: 


_ 
9 


3 


The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not balf ſo fragrant, halt ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 

And rouze yon.nodding grove, 

Till new-wak*d birds diſtend their throats, 
And hai! the maid T love : 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-drets'd green 

Fond bird! 'tis not the morning breaks; 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 


Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepheras lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd ly; 

Till May, in; morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 


The nymphs and ſwains, exulting, cry, 


Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


5 O N , 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


LITTLE thinks the townſman's wife; 


While at home ſhe tarries, 


What muſt be the lats's life, 


Who a ſoldier marries. 


ta) 


Nor with weary marching ſpent, 
Dancing now before the tent— 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier. 


In camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcorning; 
Only griev*d her love mult riſe, 
And quit her in the morning: 
But, the doubtful ſkirmiſh done, 
Blithe ſhe ſings at ſet of fun, 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
With her jolly ſoldier. 


Shou'd the Captain of her dear, 
I dſſe his vain endeavour, 
(Whiſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear) 
Two fond hearts to ſever; 

At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff, 
Laughing thus, ſne'Il put him off, 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
With her jolly ſoldier. 


A DU ET. 
HOW ſtands the glaſs around, 


How ftands the glaſs around, 
Let mirth and wine abound, 

I.!) be trumpets ſound, 
The colours they are flying, boys, 


A SOLDIERs SONG. 


For ſhame you take no care, boys; 


Sho 


Dan 
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To fight, kill, or wound, 
May we ſtill be found, 


Content with our hard fate, my boys, 


On the cold ground. 


Why, ſoldiers, why, | 

Shou'd we be melancholly, boys? 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 

W hoſe buſineſs *tis to die! 
What fighing, fie ? 

Damn fear, drink on, be joliy, boys; 
*Tis he, you, or I! | 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And icorn to fly. | 


'Tis but in vain, . 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys, 
*'T1s but in vain, 
For ſoldiers to complain 
Shou'd next campaign, 

Send us to him who made us, boys, 
We're free from pain; 
But if we remain, 

A bottle and kind landlady 
Cure all again. 


WILLY OF THE DALE. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


WHEN ſpring diſpenſing ſweets around, 
In gayeſt liv'ry deck the ground; 

Juſt when the fragrant breath of morn 

Had ſhook the dew-drops from the thorn ; 


To 


3 


To yonder mead my flock I led, 
And gaily caroll'd as they fed: 
Ot all the ſwains that trip the green, 

Or pipe in yonder vale, 
None look ſo neat, or pipe ſo ſweet, 

As Willy of the Dale. 
| As Willy of the Dale, 

As Willy of the Dale, 
None look ſo neat, or pipe ſo ſweet, &c 


My heart came flutt'ring to my tongue, 
As thus my Willy's praite | tung ; 
But never, ſure, was ſimple maid, 
By her own folly thus betray'd; 
For turning round I faw the ſwain 
Stand ſlily liſt' ning to the ſtrain. 
My cheek he tapt, my hand he preſt, 
And told ſo ſweet a tale; 
Devoid of art, I gave my heart 
To Willy of the Dale, 
To Willy of the Dale. 


Next morn he ſearch'd the fields and bow 'rs, 


To cull for me the ſweeteſt flow' rs; 


Then cry'd, theſe flowers, my charming fair, 


The emblems of thy beauties are ; 
Let Hymen join us then, dear maid, 
Before thoſe tranſient. beauties fade. 
In ſuch a gentle voice he woo'd, 
How could he but prevail? 
I vow'd, through life to be the wife 
Ot Willy of the Dale. 
Of Willy of the Dale, &c. 


SONG 
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FIVE FAVORITE SONGS, 
Sung this Seaſon at Vauxhall. 
1 NEVER WILL BE MARRIED. 
6 Sung by Miſs Leary. i 


4 WH EN I had ſcarcely told ſixteen, | 
'3 My flatt'ring tell-tale glaſs | | 
Told me there ſeldom could be ſeen = 

A blyther bonnier lats. 

Full twenty lovers round me bow'd, 
gut high my head I carried, 
And with a ſcornful am 1 vow'd, 

: I never wou'd be married. 


2 Young Harry warmly urg'd his ſuit, 
And talk'd of wealth in ſtore, 
While Jemmy thought to ſtrike me mute, 

And tald his conqueſts o'er. 
Each youtha diff rent art eſſay'd, 

And ſtill their arts I parried, 
Believe me, Sirs, | laughing 4aid, 

I never will be married. 


Then five revolving ſummers paſt, 
While I the tyrant play'd, 
Ah! then I fear'd twould be at laſt 
My fate to die a maid, 
Of all the lovers in my train, 
There was but one that tarried - | 
I thought 'twas time to change my firain, - | | 
And we this morn were matvied. 5 = 
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JOCKEY OF THE GREEN. 


por 

Sung by Miſs Leary. lt 

Ho 

NA mair, ye bonny laſſes gay, 8 

Your blithſome ſonnets now diſplay, . 

For Jem of Aberdeen, | No fl 

But join your voices now with me, Ne 

And, as we gang along the Lee, | In ra 

Sing jockey of the Green. . Fo 

3 | To 

His locks like ony ſun- beams play, 3. T« 

When Phoebus gilds the firſt of May, And, 

His face is ruddy ſeen, be, - 8 V 

And then he trips with fic a grace, | I 

All other lads to him give place, -Y Soon 

Sweet Jockey of the Green. 3 1 

At kirk he ſays he*ll take my hand, = T1 

Who can his bonny ſuit withſtand ? Righ 

He ſmiles ſa ſweet I ween : At 

J vow my heart cannot deny, | And 

Wi bis kind wiſh I ſhall comply, 3 V 
My Jockey of the Green. 1 

Ä . — 
MOLLY OF THE MEAD. 

Sung by Mr. Darley, 3 TE 

AS on yon village lawn I ſtray'd, FR 4 

One morning in the ipring, JT. 

Around the lambs all iportive play'd, | he 

The birds did blithſome ſing. TJ But 


Upon 4 


N bY 
{ 1 
7 — 
| is 


6 


Upon a bank, where willows grew, 
I tun'd my oaten reed, 
Z How much I'm chang'd fince firſt T knew 
Sweet Molly of the Mead. Sweet Molly, &c. 


I No ſhepherd was fo blythe as I, 

No youth was e'er ſo bleſt, 

In rapture ſweet the time did fly, 

For love then warm'd my breaſt. 

To pleaſe her was my ſole empioy, 

Io her I tun'd my reed, 

1 And, morn and eve, my only | joy 

Was Molly of the Mead. tweet Molly, Kc. 


Soon as the ſun reſplendent roſe, 
One morn I took my way, 
And eager ſought ſome ira grant flow'r, 
= To make her look mare Ray.” 
Right well ſhe ſaw my tender pain, 
And ſoon my fate decreed, 
And now I live the happieſt ſwain, 
With Molly of the Mead. Sweet Molly, &c., 


SHE NEVER THINKS OF ME. 
Sung by Ar. Clifford. 


THE morning dew that wets the roſe, 
I Its blooming tints more lovely ſhews ; 
So on my Mary's face appears 
TTbe pearly 5 18 of her tears, 
When others woes ſhe weeps to ſee; 
Upon Y But ah! ſhe never thinks of me. | 
vx G2 f When 
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When ronnd the youths in tranſpoxts gaze, 
And love forbids the pow'r to praiſe, | 
While ſhe with artleſs mien beguiles, 

And {weetly wounds with fatal ſmiles, 


Her triumph ſtill I'm fond to ſee, = - 

Although ſhe never thinks.of me. 0 

Then go, fair Hope, for ever go, - 
Here will I nouriſh deareft woe, FI 


For Sorrow's ſelf can ſweets impart, An 

Sweet every pang that rends the heart, N 
And ſweet to die *twill ſurely be, 

For her who never thinks of me. 


Sung by Mr. Darley. AT 
AH, Faſhion, wherefore doſt thou ſtill FF in 
The female breaſt with anger fill, b ] 
And teach fuch cruel arts? | Ny Vt 
Tis thou that bid'ſt the fair conceal . - 
Their glowing charms beneath a vel, Io 
To tantalize our hearts. = = 

O baniſh the bonner, or draw up the veil; | 
And crown with ſimplicity each Britiſh fair; He 
No longer their ſmilès and their dimples conceal, / 
But let us behold them e' en juſt as they are. 23 To 


That 'midſt the grove, and in the bow'r, 
Oft damps ecſtatic bliſs. ; | 


6 


For when the nectar we ſhould ſip. 
The cobweb flutters on the lip, 
And blunts the amorous kiſs. 
O baniſli the bonnet, &c. 


O Faſhion, bid the curtain riſe, 


That we may feaſt our longing eyes, 
With dimples and with ſmiles; 
Then ev'ry youth ſhall bleſs thy ſway, 
And to thy precepts homage pay, 
Dear goddeſs of our ifles. 
| O baniſh the bonnet, &e. 


r 


$ ON G. 


TER lafs of Peaty's Mill, 


So bonay, blithe, and gay, 


In ſpite of all my ſkill, 


Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed, on the green, 


; Love 'midſt her looks did play, 


And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 


1 | To Age it would give Youth, 


To preſs *em with his hand, 


Tpro' all my ſpirits ran 


An ecſtacy of bliſs, 


| 3 When I ſuch ſweetneſs found. 
Fer 


Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 4 
Without, 


6340 
Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart _ 
Whene*er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 


She me to love beguil'd ; 
I wiſh*d her for my bride. 


Oh! had J all that wealth | 1 18 
Hopetouns high mountains fill, 91 
Inſur'd long life and wealth, 3 He 
And pleatures at my will, 4 D 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 5 I 
That none but. bonny ſhe, Ane 
The lais of Peaty's Mill, = 
Should ſhare the ſame with me. | 11 1 


© 


— 


AIR, in TE MAGICIAN NO CONJUROR. 
2 PETER PANIC K. 


HO my heart will ſink within me, 
When I'm hugg'd by ſome ſhe-hear ; 
Or a hag attempts to win me, 
= With her ſerpent-twining hair ! 
| | Gad-a-mercy ! what ſhall I do, 
To make love to ſuch a Dido? 


_ Rifling is a pleaſant notion, 
When we meet a pretty maid ! 
But becomes a devil's potion, 
If we hate or are aſraid! | 3 
| SGad-a-mercy! &c, &. 


IP 
PW 
I. 


1 ) 


'F Kitty Codling was my deary 
N For ſhe gave me half her vails; 
But the pleaſure's not ſo cheary, N 
When they court with teeth and nails! 
Gad-a-mercy! & c. &c. 


—— —— A 


AIR, IN LOVE IN A VILLACE. 


THERE was a jolly miller 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 

He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he : 


And this the burthen of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be, 

J care for nobody, no, not I, 

If nobody cares for me. 


4 


WE CONQUER, DEAR GIRLS, BUT FOR 
1 0. 2 


Sung by Mr, Clifford, 


COVE, ſailors, be filling the can, 
The wind is beginning to blow; 

3 We've time to drink round to a man, 

: And then to weigh anchor mult go. 

What thouſands repair to the ſtrand, 
To give us a cheering adieu; 

Ties plain they believe on the land, 
We conquer, dear girls, bat for you, 

| With 
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When on the main-top maſt yard 
The failor is ſwung to and fro, 
Let the tempeſt blow ever ſo hard, 
He whiſtles defiance to woe. 
The gale can but laſt for a while, 
Is always the boaſt of the crew; 
And then they refle& with a ſmile, 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 
* 
Tho' battle tremendous appears, 
When blood ſtains the face of the main; 
Tho? thunder reſounds in his ears, 
The ſailor's a ſtranger to pain: 
The thought with what rapture and pride 
Each girl will her hero review, 
Tis this makes him danger deride, 
We conquer, dear girls, but tor you; 


_ AIR.—Mrs. BLAND. 
WWITH idle tales you fill my head, 


But, fince with me you cannot wed, _ 
"Tis ſure a wicked plan 
At home you may go bill and coo, 
But maidens you've no right to woo, 
Since you're a married man. 


Give o'er your teazing, *tis in vain, 
From me your ſuit will nothing gain, 
hut end as it began; 

I'd fix, were J to love inclin'd, 
Upon a ſingle ſwain my mind, 
NDNToot on a married man. 


B A N I 4 
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BONNY CHARLEY, 


Dearly do I love to rove 
Among the fields of barley; 
*T'was there that Charley told his love, 
The blithe the winſome Charley; 
Then he ſo ſu'd and he ſo woo'd, 
And marriage was the parley; 
What could I do, but buckle to, 
With bonny, bonny Charley. 


O my bonny bonny boy, bonny Charley, 
O my bonny, bonny boy, my bonny Charley, 


I ken the laſſes rue the day | 
1 fought the fields of barley,  .. 8 
2 And ſtrive to win from me away 
The heart of winſome Charley; 
But ah! how vain, they cannot gain 
3 His love by all their parley, 

And now they ſee he woos but me, 
My bonny, bonny Charley. 

2 O my bonny, bonny boy, &c. 


_ FO! ilk bleſſing on the laird | 
hat owns the fields of barley, Betas 

And ken. him alone regard, | 

For his winſome Charley; 

The gentcel youth with pureſt truth A 

So woos me late and early, 

I cannot withſtand to give my hapd 

Jo bonny, bonny Charley. 


O my bonny, bonny boy, Ke 
e 


The 


I ö 


The WANTON YOUNG WIFE, reſiding in 


Sr. GEORGE's FIELDS. The 
Or, A Slice off a cut Loaf can never be miſs*d. : TH 
By J. PENDRE P. on a 


{Never before in Print.] 


A Wanton young Wife near the Ob lifk did dwell; Ho 
A Baker who ſerv'd her, in Love with her fell: 


He aſk d her Conſent to be by him kifs d. 2 Jn 
des Off a cut Loaf a Slice can't be mifg*d.*” | 
Derry down, &. by? 

Kg? 

It happen'd- one Day, when he enter'd her Houſe, | The 
The Coaſt being clear, and abſent her Sponſe, _ g It 


He on the Bed laid her ſhe around him did twiſt, N 
Crying, “ A Slice off my Loaf, Pm ſure, can't be Ami 
. Perry down, &e. 4 * 


: nd 
As ſhe his Defires with Pleaſure did grant, * V 
He reſolv'd that for Bread ſhe never ſhou'd want; The 
Daa Mex from his Shop he often diſmiſs' d. E. 
* . | 4 2 \s — for the Slice out of which ſhe was kiſs'd, | And 
a Derry down, &c. 3 H 
= . b Kebb'ry is this, ſa Kaakeſpear doth call, ⁵ 
M the Spouſe knows it * he's not robb'd at FA 2 "” 
il And fince with his Wife he may do as he lift, Þ& Sho; 
1 W hy Nothing is loſ—if Nothing is miſs'd. A 
| A 7 Derry down, &c. To 
| q The Name of this 3 I'm begg'd to conceal ; | af 
Wich | will do—but this muſt reveal, * 
That 8 MAN ALIVE her Mouth cause 1 
be fed, 5 = 
* 80 reſolv'd it ſhouꝰd be Kopt by the QUICK and tho 75 
DEAD. | vn down, &c. : er 
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4, [The Five following: SONGs-never before in print. 
A. THE WORLD LIKE BARTHOLOMEW FAIR, 
a 4 By Mr. Oatman. 
rell: THE World is a whimſical round, 
fell! Where Folly and Faſhion is riſe,. 
And comical icenes {till abound, 
3.2 os enliven thoſe rage in life : 
6. Of Europe now take but a view, 


And then you may juſtly compare, 
duſe, The ſimile, if you purſue, 

4 It is juſt like to Bartlemew Fair. 
t. be Ambition? 8 a giant we know, 
e. Who ſtalks along dreadful to fight, 
And under his feet treads the low, - 
Who view him with horror and right; ;: BILE 
it's The Empreſs of Ruſſia, behold, - 92 


2 Exhibits a mighty fhe-bear, — * 
fd. And this among others, we're told. 
c. Has been ſhewn oft at Bartlemew Fair. . > 
8 3 | Ti tol, 84! AF 7, 3. 
x it Some people are fond of a dance, — IP 7 Ae 
as And ſome are inclined to ſing, N 

Shou'd you take a trip over to France, n 

Alas! the poor Qneen and the Kingag 2 
8 To ſee a fine Puppet-Shew's grand, 7 
wal . It makes all the people to "are, 
* And this you may all underftand, 


n': Has been ſhewn. oft at Bartlemew Faiv, 


2 Ti tol, ve. 
the Hurley-burley, confuben: and noiſe, , 
Throughout the world {till you will find, 
701 H 2 | Drums, 


. 


Drums, trumpets, and hal'a, brave boys, Fo 
Alike are before and behind. 
The News-paper if you peruſe, 1 
This certainly true will declare, | 8 
And in little the great you may view, = 
If you've ever ſeen Bartlemew Fair. 3 In 


Ti tol, &; | 7 


=  - 
SEEING LIFE, We. 

By Mr. Oakman. 43 FP 

| AS yet a youth, and unbetray'd, _— f 
I ſought the rural throng ; - 29 70 2 ; 

The purling ſtream, the cooling ſhade, Adi 
Inſpir'd my artleſs ſong; 11 


Ho happy then each moment paſt, 
1 No envy, paſſion, ſtriſec, 

Till Folly's cloud my mind o'ercaſt, 

And whiſper'd thus See life. 


Adieu the grove, adieu the plain, 
Adieu the purling ſtream, ; 

No more your charms can entertain; 4 

No more mult be my theme; 3 

The town a differen: ſcene will prove, 
Where pleaſure's always rife, _ 

Where bucks and bloods, and wine and love; 
Fill up the ſpan of life. 


ren! 
. — 
— ——— — — 4 I 
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Hark! Comus calls to midnight joys, 
Where Circe fills her cup; 

This thought alone each mind employs, 
Kill time and keep it up. 


„„ „% 


. 
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For this the Cit his counter quits, 
And loneſome leaves his wife, 
With ſots and noiſy wou'd-be wits, 

And all for ſceing life. 


Vet ah! how vain this ſtrange deſire! 
How vague the joys they ſhare !* 
The bowl enfeebles Nature's frame, 
And folly brings forth care ; 
A thouſand ills attendant wait, 
The piſtol, ſword, or knife, 
And all the hours in future fate 
Are kill'd by ſeeing lite, 


Adieu the town, ſuch | Joys J leave 
To ſpendthrifts, knaves, and cheats; ; 

For decent Mirth can ne'er deceive, 
And Prudence has more ſweets. 

The grove, the ſhade, T'l] ſeek again, 
And chuſe an artlefs wife, 


3 | Content to grace my cot ſhall deign, 


Adieu to ſeeing life. 


| SCOTCH SONG: 


By Mr. Oalmun. . 
Ion, 1 The Laſs of They” s Mill.“ 


Vu Sandy follows me 


To milking, morn and eve, 
And piping o'er the Lee, 
"Mp [11 his * believe: 


1 
8 


— — — 


e 


He is a bonny lad, 
The truth 1 muſt declare 4 

But yet my Mam and Dad | A 
Cry, “Jenny, girl, take eare.“ A 


] ken he loos me weel; 
And l'm alike inclin'd; 4 
Might I the truth reveal, „ 8 
He is juſt to my mind: | 2 
But men have many arts, 
Poor laſſes to enſnare, - 
And then betray their hearts, 
So I'll indeed take care. 


Yet if that Sandy's true, 
And to the kirk will go, 

Pl make na mair to do, 
Or ever anſwer No: 


The bonny lad I prize, . 
My hand I'll give him theres: 2 
No one will then deſpite, | =" C 
=_— But own I took good care. Wit 


THE ere 
Tune“ Derry down.“ 
By Mr. Oakman. 

—— a long while ago ſince diſtinctions aroſe, 3 
And — were made Subjects, ſome Kings, 
we'll ſuppoſe; 5 

But Subject or King, tis no matter for that, 
Good by to the pall— tis the preſent Pm at. 
_ dawn, S&c, 


* 
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= 
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Which ſoon wi 


With ſtrong porter and a 
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Come my kind-heatted Muſe, and I'll follow the 
dance, | 

And tune up a Song about England and France; 

A enen ſure, to my Country muſt pleaſe, 


| appear by the French Refugees. 
Derry down, &. 


When Americans firſt fill'd the trumpet of war, 
And the dread drum of Diſcord was heard from afar, 


Our old Gallic foes then contriv'd all they cou'd, 
To deluge each the land wich the Engliſhmen's blood. 


Derry down, &. 


But Fate has ſo order'd the matter, we find, 


'2 That the French to their King are grown rather 


unkind; 


3 . Confuſion, diſturbance, in France, are heard to roar, 
And the Emigrants happy to find England's. ſhore, 


Derry down, &. 
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Goodnaturedly here oy * always relief, 
e, plumb · pudding, roaſt 


beef; 


q | No fears to annoy them, no murder to. fright, [ 
hut Freedom! which. gives every body delight. 


Derry down, &e. 


No advantage we take from their unhappy fate, 


3 For Juſtice here holds both the ſcale and the weight; 
Fond Charity too with her ſmiles you may fee, 
To feed and protect a poor French Refugee. 


Derry down, &c. 
SONG 


( 


SEA SONG. 
By Mr. Oakman. 


Tune, © Ceaſe, rude Boreas, &c,*? 


FIEAREST Suſan, though I leave you, 
Yet lament not that 1 go, 

Nor deſpair of Hope berieves you, 

Life's uncertain, that I know; vn 

On the land, as on the ocean, 

Fate alike will fill prevail, 

Death is ev'ry mortal's portion, 

That is never known to fail. 


But on Providence relying, 

I will not give way to tear, | 
Ceaſe then, Suſan, weeping, ſighing, 1 

I ſhall fate return, my dear; 

*T 1s in vain to think of danger, 

When commanded I muit go, 
And to dread my heart's a ſtranger, 
Courage conquers ev'ry toe. 


Love, my deareſt, will protect me, | 
Though dark clouds obſcure the ſkies, 
Through the ſtormy ſeas diret me, 

Let not tears bedim thy eyes ; . 
But I can no longer tarry, 
The fignal's made to go on board, 

Think not that I ſhal! miſcarry, 
While my heart with love is ſtor'd. 


— — 1 
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M AD TOM. 


FORTH from my dark and diſmal cell, 

Or from the dark abyſs of Hell, 
Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my ſoul ; 

Hark ! how the angry furies howl! 

Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, | 
To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam bad. 


Through the world I wander night and day 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes : 

In angry mood I met/old Time, 
With his penttaeuch of tenſes. 


When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no man: 

In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, 
For pity 18 not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help! help! or elſe I die! 

Hark! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman 'gins to whiſtle; 

Chaſte Diana bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Come Vulcan, with tools and with tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle: 
Bid Charles make readv his wain, 
To bring me my ſenſes again, 


— 


(6 
Laſt night T heard the dag ſtar bark; 
Mars met Venus in the dark; 
Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar 
And furiouſly made at the god bo war: 
Mars with his weapon laid a | 
Limping Vulcan had got the 785 
His broad horns did ſo hang in bis licht, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


Mercury, the nimbleſt poſt of r 

1 Stood ſtill to ſee the quarrel; 8 

2 Barrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant- Aike, 1 8 11 
Beſtrid a ſtrong-beer barrel: 4 

To me he drank whole butts, "2 

Until he burſt his guts, = 0o; 
But mine were ne*er the wider. 7 | 

Poor Tom is very dry, - : 
1 little drink for FR» = © 


Hark! I hear Acteonꝰs hounds . # 
The huntiman whoop and hollow, : 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman; 
All the chace do follow. | 


W The man in the moon drinks elarer, fic Þ V 
Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot; = 

But a cup of Malaga ſack nge 

Will fire tles buſh at nie back. | | 5 

All 

3e. el 

SONG. | An 


_ 
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GAVE women and wine there is nothin g in life 
That can bribe honeſt fouls to endure it; 


When the heart is perplex'd, and lurrounded with: 


care, 
Dear women and wine only cure it. 


Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women and: 
wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them ; 
He's a fool that refutes ſuch blefings divine, 
Whilſt vigour aud health can en Joy chem. 


Our wine ſhall be old, EVE 250 found, my. dear 


Jack, 
To heighten our am'rous fires; 


Our girls plump and ſound ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And u all our deſires. 


* 


_— — . — 
8. 0: . 
By Mr. Life. 


WHEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 


Which men are forbidden to lee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as hold hiſtories ew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All hell flood amaz'd, that a perſon fo wiſe 

Should ſo raſhly endanger his like, 5 

And venture ſo far, but how vaſt the furprize? 
When they heard that Aa came for his wife. 1 


| 


(@) 
To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 


Old Pluto long puzzl'd his brain; 
But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 


So he gave him his wife back again. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſhed his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 
He took her again, in reward for his art: 
Such power had muſic in hell! 


— — — —— | 
- SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, at the Anacreontic Society. 


O F all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
| There's none like pretty Sally ; 
ie is the darling of my heart, | 
And ſhe lives in our Alley ; 
There's ne'er a Lady in the land 
That's half ſo ſweet as Sally; N 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


Her Father he makes cabbage nets, 
And thro? the ſtreets does cry em; 
Her Mother ſhe ſells laces long, 
Too ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 

But ſure ſuch folks could ne'er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


| | When ſhe i: by I leave my work; 
* I love her ſo ſincerely; 
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My Maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely : 

But let him bang his belly full, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


Of all the days that's in the week,, 
I dearly love but one day; 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 
= A Saturday and Monday: 
For then I'm dreſt in all my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally; 
he is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


| My Maſter carries me to church, 
= And often am I blamed, 
&8 Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
| As ſoon as- text is named: 
I leave the church in ſermon time, 
= And flink away to Sally; 
he is the darling of my heart, 
= And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


When Chriſtinas comes about again, 
On then I ſhall have money. 

I'll hoard it up, and box and all, 

= Il give it to my honey: 1 
And wou'd it were ten thoutand pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally; 

ee is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. 
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My Maſter, and the neighbours ail, A 
Make game of me and Sally; All 
And, but for her, I'd better be Hu: 
A Slave, and row a galley: | Fill 
But when my ſev'n long years are out, 
Oh then I'll marry Sally .; For 
Oh then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, Wh! 
But not in our Alley. 
; Tho 
5 — rc TEE Otter No 1 
: | Let! 
8. G N S. And 
FRO; the hill of Parnafſus deſcend, my fair maid, I Kete 
And lend to thy ſervant Thalia thiae aid; : And 
Give grace to my numbers, and ſmile on my ſons, 
And the true laugh of humour extend to the throng: W 
Bring Frolic and Fancy to crown my fond rhimes, 8 
And I'll jocundly ſing, and I'M laugh at the times. WI 
What a medley of mortals around us appear! : 
The Patriot, the Parſon, the Poet, the Peer; When 
The ruſtical Clown, and the phyſical Prig, Erect 
And the tun - belly d Citizen, monſtrous big; And 
With others, who finely would fill up my rhymes, But ſt 
To make us all fing, and all jaugh at the- times. == 
| | | . = Oſ 
Rub-a-dub. goes the drum, with the ſtandard on high, And, 
See Cornwallis advance, or to conquer or die; But ol 
The ambition of Tippoo each Briton alarms, That 
While echoes reſound, To arms, tv arms, boys, to 
arms! 1 | For n. 
Now behold they advance to the tyrant's ſtrong lines, And 


5 Pevingapatam once taken, we'll laugh at the _ f 


* 


1 


At St. Stephen? , behold, our tr ue Patriots meet, 
All brimful of honour! near Parliament Street; 
Huzzal for fair Freedom! dear Liberty ſpeaks; 
T Fill thy trumpet O Fame! and ſwell out thy lank 
| cheeks, 
For thefe patriots. accuſe each the other of crimes, 
Which ſhews us the folly of popular times. 


Tho? humble the bard, may his wiſhes prevail 
No malice invade us, no ſlander aſſail; 
Leet honour's bright beam gild the rays of the morny 8 
And freedom old England tor ever adorn; 
Let our virtues advance, and be baniſh*'d our crimes, 
And then we'll all ling, and will laugh at the times. 


. * — — 
_ 
c 


A Fas 40 DUET. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD and Miſs YOUNG. 


WHEN Phoebus the tops of the hills does ll 
EE How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn * 
= When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the found, 

Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the gr ound, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 2 
Bes But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the . 
21 
3. glorious game. W 
1 O ſee how again he rears ; up his head, 
high, And, winged with fear, he redoubles his ets | 
31 | But oh! "tis in vain, *tis in vain that he flies 
1 That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 


naid, 


78, to ; cries ; 

. 45 or now his ſtren gth fails him, he heavily. flies, 
lines und he pants till ä hounds ſurrounded 
mes. he dies. 


A 1 


* 


SONG. 


lm) 


N. | 
A favourite DUET, by Mr. PRIOR. 701 
W HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to fi. 
retreat, Tac 
As full of champaigne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boar, and to Charon he ſaid, 
He wonld be row'd back, for he was not yet dead, Dame 
Trim the boat, and fit quiet!“ ftern Charon WF ' 
„ Tepy 0-4 . Land 4 
Lou may have forgot—you were drunk when you MW wh 
dy d.“ 5 7 
| Mank 
BRITISH HEROES. 185 
THE ſallor he fears not the roar of the ſea, eme 
But with courage all danger ſurmount WB a c 
O' er his biſcuit and cann he repoſes at eaſe, | Ine r 
And with pleaſure each action recounts. S An 
Contented the ſoldier in dreadful campaign, Our x 
Feels bliſs midſt the thunder of war ; Th 


Nor envies the ſailor, who ploughs the deep main; We A 
| n 


Any prize, but the gain of a ſcar. 


In Liberty's cauſe, may the battles they've fought, 
With freedom and peace be repaid; _ 
In the terrors of war, may the honours they've 
ſought, 5 . 5 
Gain them laurels that never may fade. 


THE 


ain, 


ght, 


y' ve 


THE 


- TO horſe, ye jolly ſportſmen, 


laceſſant, go thro? Nature's field 


Dame Nature teaches Rey nard craft 


And we purſue the chiding dogs, 


Mankind hunt one another, 


some hunt for heaven, and ſome for hell, 


| Some fain would hunt for honor, 


g The needy hunt for charity, 


| Our patriots loudly bellow 


While all their ſtir and buſtle? 8 made 


ö F all cry the Tories hunt the Whigs, 


And running one another down, 


| The lawyer hunts out quibbles, 
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THE GENERAL HUNT. 


And great the new-born day; 


Each creature hunts his prey. 
| And a-hunting we will 8⁰. 


T' o'er-reach the feather'd flocks ; 


While they run dowr the fox. | 


Your great men hunt the ſmall; 


N 


Old Satun hunts us all. 
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A game that's hard to find; 


7 1 — 
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And may go hunt the wind. 


2 
— — 
— 


The nation's deſp' rate caſe, 


+ a „% * 


In hunting out a plage. 


Who in their turn purſue; 


Run down their country too. 


Your title to maintain; 5 Oe 
| K He'll 


1 


He'll hunt the right till it be wrong, 


Then hunt it back again. 
The toper daily hunts his pot, 


Both care and ſenſe to drown; 
Whilſt gameſters hunt another's purſe, 
And loſe fight of their own. 


The laſſes hunt their lovers, 
Each lover hunts his laſs; 

The fop in chace of his dear face, 
Hunts out his looking-glaſs, 


O'er hill and dale, with hound and horn, 
Let's hunt, boys, while *tis light; 

Then joyous we'll o'er flowing bowls 
Revive the chace at night. 


THE BANKS OF SWALE. 


1 VE ſeen my bonny lad to-day, 
=> But you muſt not blab the tale; 
Snug we fat beneath the hay, 

On the banks of murm'ring Swale : 
There we paſt Love's happy hour, 
Thhirſis kneeling at my feet; 

All J wiſh'd, was in my pow'r, 
Stolen pleaſures ſure are ſweet. 


J hy'd me ſafely home again, 
All unſeen by ſpiteful eyes; 
To a love- fick girl and ſwain, 


Love a thouſand arts ſupplies: 


Soon as 
Bold 
Whiſper 


Love hi 
Lien 
When t 
: W er 
Lore d. 
Lets 
Safe hi! 
Ss I kn 


1 


Soon as ſtrikes the midnight hour, 
Bold we trace the glimm' ring grove z 
hiſper in the conſcious bow?r, 

Arm in arm by moonlight rove, 


Hove his Joys can ſecret keep, 
E Silent night is ſweet as day, 
When the world is faſt aſleep, 
We're aſleep to Cupid's play: 
Lore delights in cunning wiles, 
; Lets no eye nor ear be there; 
ESafe his haunts and foft his ſmiles; 
I know when, and I know where, 


THE MID-WATCH. 
ſy HEN » tis night, and the mid-watch is 


come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main; 
Then ſailors think of their far diſtant home, E 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er may ſee again: 
But when the fight's begun, | 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
hou'd any thought of them come o'er his mind; ; 
O think—but ſhou'd the day be won, 
p How *twill cheer, 
5 Their hearts to hear, 
That their old companion he was one. 


or my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind | 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true; 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And ſighs to think how it may fare with you; 
os iſ , 4 Oo 


E 
O when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Shou'd any thought of her come o'er your mind; 
Think only, ſhou'd the day be won, 
How *twill cheer 
Her heart to hear, 
That her own true ſailor he was one. 


The Four following Sox es never before in Print. 


| 


$ © N G. 
By Mr. Oakman. 


O more I fing of Amarillis, 
Blue-ey*d Poll, or ſmiling Nan, 
Or the fair inconſtant Phillis, 

Who could once my heart trepan. 
One more fair, more kind, and pretty, 
No has fix'd my roving mind; 
Gentle, loving, tender Kitty, 

Does my fond affection bind, 


Blooming as the roſe in June is, 
Softeſt bluſhes deck her face, 
Sweeter than the linnet's tune is, 
When ſhe ſings with ev'ry grace; 
She is fair, kind and pretty, 
And has fixt my roving mind, 
Only gentle, pleaſing Kitty, 
Can my Pad affections bind, 


— 


Hence 


5 
Hence I bid adieu to roving, 

Conſtancy I find is beſt, 

Tenderly each other loving, 

Oh! what joy muſt fill the breaſt; 
Kitty*s fair, goodnatur'd, witty, 
She has fix'd my roving mind : 
None but charming, ſmiling Kitty, 
Can my fond affections bind. 


ud; 


int. _ — | 
DRINKING SONG. 
Tune, “ Pleaſure, Goddeſs all divine.“ 
| BACCHUS, roſy God of wine, 


Shed thy influence divine, 
Fill the ſmiling ſparkling glaſs, 
| While I fing, and toaft my laſs, 


Let the plodding ſons of care 
To their hoards of wealth repair ; 
| Of riches I've no time to think, 
| Let me have enough to drink. 


When the buſy day 1s done, 
Then I haften to the tun, | 
| With my friends I drink and ſing, 
While old Time is on the wing. 


Pleaſure opens on the mind, 
While good fellowſhip I find; 
Comus, Momus, both unite, 
in a round of true delight, 


Hence 


Chloe 


CI 3 
Chloe then, my charming laſs, 
I to you toſs off the glaſs, 


What our joys can more improve, L 
Than is found in wine and love. Ine 
1 NV 
Let us now, my friends, be gay, 
With the night let's crown the day; 
None can ſure blame our deſign, 
Mirth and friendſhip, love and wine. , 


. | 
HOUGH Fortune inconſtant may frown, 


*Tis a folly to ſigh and repine! 
The higheſt ſhe oft tumbles down, | 


Then give me a bumper of wine: J 
In that I will drown all my care, 7; I 
Let matters go on how they will; 1 WR 
TII never give way to deſpair, 9 15 
My mind with vexation to fill. 8 
There's loſſes by ſea and by land, But if: 
And croſſes wherever we go, Why ſe 
[| Succeſs we can't always command, T 
Then why ſhould we give. way to woe? I! you 1 
Then bring me a bumper of wine, here's 
Let matters go on how they will; TC 

I never will ſigh and repine, 
My mind with vexation to fill. e pa 8 
Old Grumble was never content, But 
Tho? Fortune was often his friend; nd wit! 
Though little he ipent or he lent, lodge, 1 
He grumbl'd on to his life's end. If y 
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But bring me a bumper of wine, 


Let matters go on how they will, 
I never will figh or repine, 


My mind with vexation to fill. 


_— " 


| 8 O N 6. 
Tune, “ With idle Tales you fill my Head,“ 
IN THE CAVE OF TROPHONIUS. 

By Mr. Oatman. 


TEAR Kitty, why are you unkind ? | 
I only told to you my mind, 
If you would but agree; 

| 'Tis true as I'm an honeſt man, 

It is my fixt determin'd plan, 
Indeed, to marry thee. 


But if another has your heart, 
Why ſay ſo, and I will depart, 

Then beg that you'll be free; 
f you won't have me, others will, 
There's little Patty of the Mill, 
*Tis all the ſame to me. 


en Kitty found that Hodge was bold, 
he preſently was not ſo cold, 

But ſmil*d moſt charming] , 
nd with an artful bluſh ſhe cry'd, * 
lodge, I conſent to be your br ide, 


If you will marry me. 
Eut 


( 60 ) 
YOU, AND YOU, AND YOU. 
Sung by Mrs. W righten, at Vauxball, 


THE jocund {privg again 1s ſeen, 

And muſic wakes the grove ; 
The nymphs and ſhepherds trip the green, 
And all is joy and love. 


On this gay ſpot I come again, 
My duty to purſue, 

In hopes the friendſhip to obtain 
Of you, and you, and you. 


The cheerful pipe, at ev'ning hour, 
The jocund throng invites, 
To tread the lawn, or range the bow'r, 
Where muſic's pow'r delights, 


With ſongs to pleaſe each nymph and ſwain, 


Is ſtill my only view, 
That I the friendſhip might obtain 
Of you, and you, and you. 


Nature kindly has endued 
With melody my voice; 
Encouragement has oft enſu'd, 
By making me your choice, 


On this gay ſpot long may I reign, 
My duty to purſue ! | 
And, ah! the friendſhip ſtill maintain 


Of you, and you, and you! 


SONG: 


5 YE ſouls who delight in the glaſs, 
In ſocial enjoyment to paſs, 
| To the court of great Bacchus repair, 


| The breaſt that is burthen'd with care, 


The Gods ſo much talk'd of, of yore, 
| Down their throats did ſuch quantities pour, 
The Poets its virtues have ſung, 


That the numbers flow*d ſmooth from the tongue, 


| Gay Momus, who folly derides, 
Sits laughing and holding his fides, 


Dull Care ne'er intrudes on our jovs, 


8999 
THE INVITATION. 
[Never before in Print.] 
By Mr. Rhodes. 
Tune, © Diogenes ſurly and proud. 


And own the great Deity's power, 
Free from dull ſorrow, an hour; 
In conviviality jou, 


Forgets all its troubles in Wine. 


Lov'd nectar ſo dearly, tis ſaid, 


* 


That they ſeldom went ſober te - bed: 


And own in their verſes divine, 


When the ſoul was enliven'd with Wine, 


And delights in good-humour and fun, 
You'd {wear he wou'd never have done; 


We baniſh his Godſhip divine, 
No drunken confuſion and noiſe 
Ariſe from the fumes of good Wine. 


; L Then 


—— rr — 
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Then delay not a moment to loſe, 

But haſte to partake of the joy, 

No longer the ſummons refuſe, « 
Tis a pleafure which never can cloy: 

To the court of great Bacchus repair, 
In eonviviality join, 


The breaſt that is burthen'd with care, . 


Forgets all its ſorrows in Wine. 


* 7 


THE SUDDEN CHANGE, 


{Never before in Print.] 
By Mr. Rhodes. 


WITH chearka tone the early lark 


Trills out. its peerleſs note, 


Upon the barn the robin tun'd 


Its ſweet and thankful throat; 
But thoſe were joys to me alone, 
For Colin heard them not, 
The fluggard boy unheeding all, 
Was ſleeping in his Cot. 


From toll and heat, when ev'ning came, 
And Cynthia's charms were ſeen, 
When ſweetly ſung the rightingale, 
I tript acroſs the green; 
But Colin he refus'd to go, 
And vow'd he wou'd not roam, 
His toil was oer, and he, poor lad, 
Was ſlumb'ring at home. 


On Sunday laft,. for good and all, 
In RENE 5 bond we Join'd, 


Sure 


j 


Sure 


WHEN ſorrow baneful ills impart, 
| Ne'er let vain grief unman the heart, 
| Nor yield like cowards to deſpair, 


| For there's a balm, a cure for cate, 


| Sure Fortune means plague me till, 


A ſudden change ind ; 


| He'll now attend the early lay, 


He'll view the filver moon, 
And comes to-bed by much too late, 
And riſes much too ſoon. 


VVV 
{Never before in Print.) 
By Mr. Rhodes. 


Tune, © When up the Shrouds the Sailor goes.“ 


And woes diſtract the mind, 
Diſperſe it in the wind; 
Diſpel it from the ſoul, 
Concentred in the Bowl. 


Old England's prop, the hardy tar, 
Rough, generous, and free; 
If duty calls, attends the war, 
And braves the foaming fea : 
E'en when unequal foes appear 
No fears torment his ſoul, 
He finds a balm, can keep it clear, 
Concentred in the Bowl. 
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0 
HOW SWEET IN THE WOODLANDS, 
| A DUET, 


HO ſweet in the woodlands, 
With fleet hound and horn, 

To awaken ſhrill eccho, 

And taſte the freſh morn; 
But hard is the chace 

My fond heart muft purſue, 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, 

Is loſt to my view. 


She's loſt! fair Daphne is loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, 
The nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roebuck, 
And wing'd with difdain; 
In pity o'ertake her, 
1 Who wounds as ſhe flies, 
= Tho” Daphne's purſu'd, 
14! *Fis Mirtiilo that dies. 
That dies! that dies! 'tis Mirtillo that dies. 


we 


he BEA U-T-LE:S of SOHO. 
1 [Never before in Print.] | 
| | By Wir Fuu ler. 
* ERE I to take a wife agam, 
My mind! ſpeak in linguage plain, 
1 ho” Kate the truth ſhould know 
No country laſſes won!d J court, 
Let them of bucks be quite the ſport, 
but tick to giy e. 


Ds. 


O. 


ꝛeres 


E 


There's choice of nymphs, both young and fine, 


Accompliſn'd, beauteous, and divine, 


Beſet by many a beau; 


a No place throughout great London town, 
Boaſts richer gems of white and brown, 


Than poliſh'd dear Soho. 


Vis Harriet M, and Phillis D, 
And Sophy F, and Charlotte G, 


Are toaſted to and fro, 


Wich little A, and witty B, 
And ſprightly C, and tuneful E, 


All favourites in Soho. 


1 


; Each muſt a huſband ſoon obtain, « 
Fach in his arms will happy reign, 


And be a cara ſpo. ; 


Exemplars to the dames around, 


They ever, furely, will be found 


The Beauties of Soho. 


EEE 
HUNTING SONG. 
[Never before in Print.] 

By Mr. Oakman, 


Rrecitarive, 


THE mountain tops, all! char ning to behold, 
S Arering'd wi haznie, fring'd around with gold; 
| The herald | r&'s ſweet ſong f lutes the ſkies, | 

And warns the jully hantſmea when to riſe. 
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58 ON G. Tune“ The duſky Night, &c.” | 


BRIGHT Phoebus haſtens on the day, 
And dew-drops on each thorn 2 
Reflect the dazzling di'monds' ray, 5 gr 


And lovely makes the morn. Og 
CHORUS. 2 * 

To hunting haſte away, 5 
The horn ſounds in the vale, Mar 
The ſteeds and hounds {ſweep o'er the grounds, FE. 
Then hail the morning, hail ! _ | ö mY 
Sly Reynard fleetly flies 4 Gra 
Along the lengthening plain, I. 
While loud are heard the cries | = Mar 
Of huntſmen and their train. | 1 


To hunting haſte away, &c. 


The hills, the woods reſound, 
As onward they purſue, 1 

And ſweet the op'ning hound W 
The chace ſtill keeps in view. . 
| To hunting haſte away, &c. Let 


Say 
: Ah 

Thus crown*d with true delight, | 
Health does with pleaſure join, © 1 
And thus from morn to night, h 
We huntſmen all combine. „ Still 
To hunting haſte away, &c. I'm 


THE 


= 


| &c. 


&c. 


&c. 
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3 Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn : 
| Say by thy heart, can falſhood e'er be known? 


Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear, OY 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm ſure the ſelfiſn thing's his own. 


8 — oc CESAR, i. 


9 

THE DOVES. 

The Muſic by the Earl of ABING TON. 
Written by WILLIAM UPTON, Eſq. ** 


GTELLA, mark yon beauteous Doves ? 
Sweetly, fondly they careſs! 
May no harm diſturb their loves; 

May they never know diſtreſs. 


Mark, my fair, what kind concern 
Each betrays for t'other's fate? 

Hope and fear takes place by turn: 
Leſt ſome danger may await. 


Gracious Pow'rs, ſhield from ill 
Love, that burns ſo pure, ſo true! 

Mark how fond they coo and bill! 
Let us, Stella, do ſo too. 


WHITITHER, MY LOVE > 
WHITHER, my love? Ah! whither art FE 
*"pone 7 N 
Ah! no, ah! no; I judge it by my own. 


The heart he gave with ſo much care, 


Whither, / 


: 


N „ 
Whither, my love? Ah! whither art thou gone? 
Let not thy abſence cloud the happy dawn: i 
Say by thy heart, can Falfhood: eber he known ? C 
Ah! no, ah! no; I judge it by my OWN. . 


THE ROSE. 
Sung by Mife Milne, at Vauxhall. 


THE Roſe with ſweet fra grance deliglits, 
And iwe#t is the eglantine breeze; 
But in Colin all {weetneſs unites, f 
For Colin for ever cou'd pleaſe. 
n :4;. 
Let now in each wood and ſad grove, 
I mourn that my Joys are no more: 


The ſhepherd is falfe, yet I love, 
He's tickle, yet ſtill I adore, 


How ſoft was each note when he ſung! 
His accents how tender and ſweet! 
And honey ſure dropt from his tongue, 
When my prays the ſwain would repeat. 


| Yet now in each wood, &. 
When he bears my ſad knell o'er the lawn, 
Perhaps he may ſhed a fond tear; 


Perhaps he may ſigh, all forlorn, _ 8 
For Phillis that lov'd him ſo dear. 


Yet no in each wood, &c. 


GREENWICH 


(99) — 
GREENWICH MOORING, 
Or, Tom Hawſer's Voyage thro? Life. 


One 2 


nge timbers green from Childhood's dock, 
Bouy'd up by youthtul notions, 

My roving fancy dar'd to mock 

& The raging ſtorms of oceans; 

Thus braving fear, my mind became 

= Well fheath'd with emulation, 

| A aboard the good ſhip Fame, 

took an early ſtation; 

Nor dream'd when firſt I went to ſea, 

That after hard endurings, 


It ſo would har, that Tom ſhould be 


E Laid up in Greenwich Moorings. 


: Irrom boy to man from clime to clime, 
: In queſt of glory roving, 
EI weather'd oft, and many a time, 
þ F-Rongh gales and billows foamins, 

8 Where lightnings dread, -and thunder jar, 
| Where fever'd ſeas are rolling; 

were mermaids ſmile in liquid car, 
Mid tempelt coarſcſt howling ; ; 

till Hawſer's heart was rigg'd with glee, 
In ſpite of hard endurings, 
Nor harbour'd e'er a thought that he 
should lie in Greenwich Moorings. 


Wpate' er I earn'd by ſweat of brow, 
; Was ſquander'd ſoon in folly, . 
Nor one reflection durſt beſtow, 
Except on lovely Molly; | 
ICH i M Although 


I 


0 1 


Although Love's compaſs ſtill my heart 
To Molly's charms directed, 
I ne' er from duty did depart, 
Nor Britain's fame neglected ; 
When bit grew ſcant I went to ſea, 
And left her fond aſſurings, 
Nor thought my batter'd hull ſhould be 
Laid up in Greenwich Moorings. 


I made my deareſt girl a vow, 
That barring all miſcarriage, 

To take her, when return'd, in tow, 
And plough the ſeas of marriage; 

But fad reverie, poor Tom no more 
To faithleſs Poll enticing, 

My ſtarboard limb was ſhiver'd ſore, 
Beyond the ſkill of ſplicing ; 

I found the fair one's clouded brow, 
O curſe her late allurings ! | 

Begone ! ſhe cry'd, you're fitteſt now 
To he in Greenwich Moorings. 


So to our gracious King I'll drink, 
And ſucceſs unto his Navy, 

Oh! may fell faction quickly ſink, 
Deep grafted by old Davy ; 

And here's to every gallant tar, 
Brave ſoldier, and juſt trader, 

In peace, if Britain's, kind in war, 
They'll check each bold jnvader ; 

With two limbs leſs then God gave me, 

1 ſmile at paſt endurings, 

And bouze my can of grog with glee, 
Laid up in Greenwich Moorings, 


IN 


E 
IN PRAISE OF MUSIC, 
Tune—Rule Britannia. 


x; eta Muſic's aid we haply ſhare, 
=” To charm the ills of wayward life,— 
; by: ſmooth the ruMed brow of care, 

| And WO all within 1s ſtrife. 


5 | C-HOR- U. 
3 * 9 | | ; f 

Harmonia's ſons, your hearts and voices raiſe, 
And join, ye pow'rs, in Mufic's praiſe. 


The call melodious we obey 

And fain would ſing its pow'rs divine :—- 

& Hark! tis Apollo joins the lay, 

EZ Reſponſive ſhouts the ſacred Nine! 
Harmonia's ſons, &c. 


Tis thou can'ſt madd'ning rage diſarm, 
EY And free the mind from baſe alloys 3 
And when diſtreſſing fears alarm, 
Make in the ſoul celeſtial joys. 
Harmonia's ſons, &c. 


Longe fam' d, as Pocts tell, 
} (So wondrous were the magic ſtrains) 
© Whoſe pow'rs, tranſportive, fled thro? h—lI, 
And ſooth'd awhile its endleſs PAINS. 
Harmonia's ſons, &c. 


| Whilc earth and h—1l its charms admire 
(All praiſe to Muſic does belong) 
Me ſeraphic ſtrike the lyre, 

= And join the univerſal ſong. 


Harmonia' s ſons, &c. 


IN 
| M 2 


( 0») 


May jarring diſcord ever ceaſe, 
And all our lives harmonious prove; 
Till, in the happier realms of peace, 
We taſte what Angels do above. 
Harmonia's ſons, &c. 


A PARODY on EVERY INCH. A SAILCR, 


a y Mr. Paddock, Bath. 
QHOU'D winds blow hard, or ſeas run high, WV 
Or dingy clouds vbſcure the ſky; = 
*Mid wayward life's tempeſtuous ble, 8 And 
A cheartul thought J will inhale :— S ill p 
A wedded life's the life for me, E To 


Fiklive and love ſo merrily ; 
Nor thoughtleſs rove from flow'r to flow? rs 
Inconſtant as the paſſing hour, 
But ſpurn at Folly's tranſient joys, 
And pleaſure taſte which never cloys. 


The firit command to man was givin _ 
(The bliſsful mandate came from Heav' . 
Twas to increaſe and multiply: — 

j Who can the pleaſing truth deny ? 


3 | A wedded life's, &c. 


J 'Tho? Libertines at us may rail, 
| And thoughts of horns *& mind aſſail, 

Yet I'll adviſe- your ſpirits cheer— 

| Be kind at home, and never fear. 

| A wedded life's, &c. 


1 


Then puſh the ſocial toaſt around, 

May ever wedded Joys abound ! 

Kind Fortune bleſs Affection's choice, 

And all accord with heart and voice. 
A wedded lite's, &c. 


LOR, WS AIRS.—Sung in the new mulical Romance, call'd, 
5 | The PRISONER. 
1 AIR. Mr. Dignum. ; 

N + \ HENE' ER ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead, 
= * Her breaſt would gently heave; 
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AR. Mrs. Crouch. 


5 POOR Carlos ſu'd a beauteous maid, 
3 On her his happineſs ſtaking ; 

dhe ftrown'd upon his love—he figh'd, 

ah me, my heart is breaking.“ 
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She wed a ſwain of rich domaines, 
His humble love forſaking—. | 
He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Altho' his heart was breaking. 
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on wealth alone few joys attend, 
2 She found with an 
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AIR. — Mrs. Bland, 
How charming a camp, where ſoldiers, late and 


early, Vale 
With hair ſo tightly trimm'd up, and powder'd Gua 
ſo fine, 


March, ſhoulder, preſent, while the ſerjeant ſo ſurly, 
Drills the young recruits in the rear of the line, 
To a dub-2-dub—while ſo merry 

Beats the drummer—dub-a-dub, 


Tho' bluff they look, and fierce, that no lions ſure 
are bolder, WE 

Vet the damſels don't fear *em—nay one, as I live, 

Came and aſk'd me to give her my heart—but ] 
told her, | | 

Says I, “that's beſpoke, and I've nothing elſc to 
give, . | 

But—a dub-a-dub—ever merry 

Beats the drummer—dub-a-dub. 


Arir.—Mr. Sedgwick. 


WHERE the banners of glory are ſtreaming, I cant 
Her image ſtill lingers above; B 

And her eyes ſcem all terribly gleaming, 

Which glow'd but with tranſports of love, 


Warlike deeds my ſoul inſpire, 1 

As the battling thunders roll, Docs 
Love and fame my boſom fire, . Alo 
And to conqueſt light my ſoul; 
And 'mid {laughter madly wounding, 
Heroes dying, groans reſounding, 
5 Armour claſhing, 


Lightning flalbing, Angel 


6393. 
[ Angel pinion'd o'er her lover, 
nd with protecting wing ſhe'll hover, 
= Valour's genius—Memory's pleaſure, 


rd Guardian of life's ſacred treature. 
ly, What can check the ſoldier's courſe, 
Ce, Who, where war delights to rove, 


15 Strike with more than mortal force, 
= Urg'd by Fame, impell'd by Love? 


* 5 Fs 
E 


ſure 


THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 


live, RS 
ut ! © THE Day was departed, and forth from a cloud 
The Moon in her beauty appears; 


ito WW The voice of the Nightingale warbles aloud 
W The muſic of love in our ears: 
Maria appears—now the ſeaſon ſo {weet, 
While the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
= Alone by the light of the Moon. 
| cannot, when preſent, unfold what I feel, 
l figh—can a lover do more? 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Vet I think of her all the day o'er : 
Maria, my love, do you long for the grove ? 
Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon ?— 
Poes cer a kind thought run on me as you rove, 
Alone by the light of the Moon. 
ler name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear, 
My boſom is all in a glow; 
Angel 
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Her voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine ear 
My heart thrills—mine eyes overflow !— g 
Ve powers of the Sky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover his-boon ? 
Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone by the light of the Moon ? 


r 


THE SWEETS HE HOPES TO GAIN, 


WHY quits the merchant, bleſt with eaſe, 
The pleaſures of his native ſeat, 
To tempt the dangers of the teas, 
And climes more perilous than theſe, - 
Midſt freezing cold, or ſcorching heat? W The 


He knows the hardihips, knows the pain, E] 
The length of way, but thinks it ſmall ; Lor 
The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 5 
Undaunted, makes him combat all. 


— — 2 —— — — 
SUMMER. 


IV HERE the murm'ring river flows 
Where the weeping willows play, 
We enjoy a cool repoſe, 
From the buſy glare of day. 


Summer's heat diſturbs the breaſt ; 
The paſſions ſhouid be calm and ſtill: 
Ev'ry thought is lull'd to reſt, 
By the ſweetly tinkling rill. 


(99 ) 


SWEET PASSION OF LOVE. 


5 Te cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd, 
| You waken'd my paſſions, my feniſes have 
= charm'd; 

In vain againſt merit and Cymon I . Ee 
What's Fi without pation, ſweet paſſion of love! 


| The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow: 

| From youth that is froft- -nipt no raptures can 

5 flow; 

lyſium to him but a defart will prove: : 

= What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love! 

. The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeafon be gay, 

Her birds and her flow rets make birthiome feet 
5 May; . | ' 24 


| What's life without N ſweet __ of Wies 


ABSENCE TO CYNTHIA. 


ERE, Cynthia, let thy beauty beams 


Too long yon vallies have been bleſt ; 
Too long yon fountain's happy ſtream 
Hath borne thine image on its breaſt. 


9 Lon! haſte to theſe deſerted how? rs! 

= And him whole fighs have pierc'd the grove, 
3 To tell what ſorrows load the hours, 
Wailſt others ſtrive to gain thy love. 


N Oln! 


| Love bleſſes the cottage, aid fings thro? the grove ; 


nr 


Sweet wand'rer, liſten to my prayer, N 
Return and'baniſh every ſign; 5 

Oh ! haſte, if ought I boaſt be fair, = 
And hold a charm for Cynthia's eye. = wh 


In vain I aſk—my ſighs are vain, Fob 
Th' admiring ſwains withhold the maid, Had 

Whoſe {miles are ſunſhine to the plain, 
Whoſe abſence forms a midnight ſhade. 


FORTUNE's FICKLE STAR. 
Doou'p by my fortune's fickle ſtar, 
Dear maid ! I ſeek the dang'rous wave, 


Condemn'd by thee to wander far— 
To Love and Delia's charms a ſlave. 


Yet ere thy balmy lips I leave, 
And quit thy boſom's ſnowy white, 
Oh! Nymph, my tears, my ſighs receive, 
And grant me thine, my laſt delight. 
On each bright tear ſhall fancy dwell, 
And memory each ſoft figh reſtore ; 
Thus doat upon the ſweet farewel, 
Like miſers on their golden ſtore. 


PADDY's BLUNDER. 


WHEN I took my departure from Dublin ſweet 
City, 8 
And for England's own ſelf thro' the ſeas I did 
' plongh ; | 
For three days long was I toſs'd up and down, Sir, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay in the troat of a cow ! 


Whilt 
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1 Whilſt afraid off the deck in the ocean to flip, Sir, 
I clung like a cat faſt hold for to keep, Sir, 
hound about the big poſt that grew out of the ſhip, 

Oh! its true as I'm now ſinging Langolee. 


EZ Thus ſtanding ſtock ſtill all the while I was moving, 
EB Till Ireland's dear coaſt I ſaw clear out of fight ; 
= When finding myſelf a true Iriſhman born, Sir, 
Was leaving the ſhip on the ſhore for to light. 

EE A little board they put out, 'twas too narrow.to 
= quarter, 8 
Phe very firſt ſtep I was ready to totter, 

That I jumpt on dry land to my neck in the water. 
LL Oh! that was no time to fling: Langolee. 


Then with grief, cold, and hunger, I never did feel 
My ſtomach and bowels with hunger did grow! ; [| 
For to keep them in temper, I thought the beſt way, 1 


ae; | | 1 g 

Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my ſnhoul. 1 

Then we went to a houſe where roaſt meat they * 

provide, Sir, | 1 
vet Where the whirligig, which up the chimney I ſpy' d, | 
ir, | | 

r did That grinds all the ſmoke into powder beſide, Sir, | 
| Oh! its true as I'm now ſinging Lapgolee, | 


Sir, 
ow | 


hilft 


Then I went to the landlord of all the flage coaches, 
hat ſet out for London each night in the week; 

To whom I obnoxiouſly made my approaches, 

= As a birth aboard one of them I went to ſeck. 


Na Ag 
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As for the inſide, I'd no caſh in my caſket, 
Therefore, by your leave, Sir, I make bold to aſk it, 
If your coach goes at twelve, pray what time goes 
the baſket ? 
For there I can ride and fing Langolee, 


Then the man made his mouth up, ſays he, Sir, 
the baſket 

Goes after the coach a full hour or two;?” 
on Veiy well, Sir,“ fays I, that's the thing that 

1 wanted; „ 

But the devil a word that he told me was true. 
For the one goes before, and the other behind, Sir, 
They ſet off cheek by jole, at the very ſame time, Sir, 
So that very ſame day [I ſet off by moonſhine, Sir, 

All alone by myſelf, ſinging Langolce, 


Oh! great luck to the moon, that noble fiveet cr: 
ture, 
That ſerves us with lamplight each night in the 
dark ; 


As for the ſun, only ſhines in n day-time, by which 


* nature 
Wants no light at all, as you all may remark. 
But as for the moon, I will be bound, Sir, 
T would fave this whole —_— a great many pounds 
Sir, 
To ſubſeribe for to light WA upall the year round, 
Sir, 


Or PII never more fing about Lan golee. 


6 10% 
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* By Mr. Oatman. 
Never before in Print.] 
olee. $: | | 

—_ VE Maidens who dance on the plain, 

Sir, Wt Come liſten awhile to my tale, 
Of Colin, a perjur'd young Swain, 
And me a poor Nymph of the vale ; 

that He woo'd me from morning to night, 
= He follow'd where ever J went, 

e. He call'd me his only delight, 

5 = Yet falſehood was all his intent. 

Sir, > 
r, Too ſoon he gain'd my youthful heart, 
olce. For love with me had took his part, 

| The tendereſt ſentiments confeſt 

cra- He found within my artleſs breaſt; 
I thought *twas honor all he meant, 

the vet falſehood ſtill was his intent. 
hick He trac'd the fields, the groves, the bowers, 
| And garlands made of {ſweeteſt flowers, 
. Then with the wreath he deck'd my hair, 
And call'd me faireſt of the fair; 
1nd, I thought 'twas honor all he meant, 
Yet falſehood itill was his intent. 
md, 8 
I'll ſeek the bower, I'll ſeek the grove, 
lee, And there lament my perjur'd love ; 
I'll teach wild Eccho to declare 
The ſtory of a hapleſs Fair, 
5 Who thought her Lover honor meant, 
_ Yet found ſtill falſehood his intent. | 
NG. | | | SONG. 


(„„ 


0 N. 
By Mr, Powell. 


SEE how the hardy ſeaman braves 

The horrors of the briny waves, 
Doom'd to quit his native home, 
In ſearch of gold abroad to roam; 
With aching heart his Poll he leaves, 
Whilſt ſtill more bitter ſighs he heaves; 
But when return'd to her once more, 
He ſoon for gets his dangers o'er. 


No forms appal his ſteady ſoul, 
Tho? daſhing billows o'er him roll, 
Tho? mainmaſt ſmitten to the deck, 
And the ſhip too becomes a wreck ; 
Yet undiſmay'd he plies the oar, 
And eager tries to gain the ſhore ; 
Where, when he is arriv'd at laſt, 
He ſoon forgets the dangers paſt, 


And ſhould the horrid fight begin, 
Yet firm he ſtands amid the din; 
Tho? whizzing deaths around him fly, 
And dying meſſmates round him lie, 

A pitying ſigh their fate he gives, 
And bleſſes heaven that he lives; 

But when return'd at home once more, 
He ſoon forgets the dangers o'er. 


| When forc'd on eaſtern climes to bear, 
In midnight watch, th' unwholeſome air, 
Acroſs the deck, with folded arms, 


He walks and thinks on Mary's charms, 


And 
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and wiſhes that the time was o'er: 
hen return'd to his native ſhore, 

| Pod ſafe moor' d in her arms at laſt, 
He'd ſoon * the dangers paſt. 


. 


For the Initiation of the Knights of the Hole, at the 
| Hole in the Wall, Fleet-Street, 


Tune—Rule Britannia. 


AS Br her Knights ſince here we meet, 

* With-mirth and drink to cheer the ſoul, 
ith a new Song we ſure may greet, y 

| Who we ſhall make Knight of the Hole, 

And o'er the bottle or the bowl, | | 
ach toaſt the meaning of the Hole. 72 


— 


He duly made Will Surely j Join, 
In chorus loud-without controul, 
o aid the general deſign ö 
And prove a true Knight of the Hole; 
hen o'er the bottle or the bowl, 
ch toaſt the meaning of the Hole. 


ur worth of Grand fits in the chair, 
By all eſteem'd a noble ſoul, 

o welcome each new Member here, 
Who's made a true Knight of the Hole, 


And O er, &c. g 
Life 


8 


** 


a | (TOS!  } 


Life is but ſhort :—Let us enjoy 

Its pleaſures here, without controul; 
In Friendſhip every hour employ, 

Like honelt true Knights of the Hole, 
And o'er the bottle or the bowl, 
Each Same: the. meaning of the Hole. 


— 


__ 


- | SONG. os 1 Oakman. 
| HEN Polly blooming, fair, and gay, 
W Firſt riot the T ors; TY 
Sweet as the linnet on the ſpray, 
She tun'd her youthful ſong: 
Young Willie ſought her mind to move, 
And try'd what he could do, 
Yet til ſhe cry'd, I cannot, Love, 
So, Willie, prithee go. 4 


Sweet Innocence, with ev "ry grace, 
Gave rapture to the fight, 

The lilly that o' erſpread her face, 
Join'd with the roſe ſo bright, 

He gaz'd again, and then he bed, 
What could a lover do? 

Yet ſtill the lovely charmer cry d, 
1 prithee, Willie, go. 


Her tender hand he then impreſt 
With many an ardent kiſs, 
And claſp'd her to his panting breaff, 
Expecting future bliſs; | 
At this ſhe frown'd, —with ſoften'd heart 
It was fhe made ado, 
And' witk a little coyiſh art 
.-Cry'd, Prithee, Willie, go. 
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1 
THE WISH, 
n [Never before in Print.] 


| IN the downhill of life, when I find I'm e | 
May my fate no leſs fortunate be, 
Than a ſnug elbow-chair can afford for reclining, 
| And a cot that o'erlooks the wide ſea: : 
With an ambling pad poney to pace o'er the land, 
While I carrol away idle ſorrow, 
And blithe as the lark that each day hails the dawn, 
= Look forward with hopes for to-morrow. 


x With a porch at my door both for ſhelter and ſhade 
too 
As the fun ſhine or rain may prevail, 
And a ſmall ſpot of ground for the uſe of the 8 
too, 
With a barn for the uſe of the flail; 
EA cow for my dairy, a dog for my game, 
And a purſe when a friend wants to borrow, 
81'!! envy no Nabob his riches or fame, py 
Nor what honours may wait him to- worrow. 


From the bleak northern blaſt may my cot be com · 
pletely 


Secured by a neighbouring hill, 


And at night may repoſe ſteal upon me more ſweetly, 
By the ſound of a murmuring rill. 


And while peace and plenty I find at my board, 
With a heart free from ſickneſs and ſorrow. 


ich my friends will I ſhare what to-day may 
afford, 


And let them ſpread the table to-morrow, 
O Aud 
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Life is but ſhort :—Let us enjoy 

Its pleaſures here without controul, 
In Friendſhip every hour employ, 

Like honeſt true Knights of the Hole, 
And o'er the bottle or the bowl, 
Each toaſt the Ten the Hole. 


__— 


” 4 


SONG. bs Toki Oakman. 


WW HEN Polly blooming, fair, and gay, 
Firſt tript the mead along, 

Sweet as the linnet on the ſpray, 
She tun'd her youthful fong: 

Young Willie ſought her mind to move, 
And try'd what he could do, 

Yet till ſhe cry'd, I cannot, Love, 
So, Willie, prithee g. 


Sweet Innocence, with ev "ry grace, 
Gave rapture to the fight, 

The lilly that o' erſpread her face, 
Join'd with the roſe ſo bright, 

He gaz'd again, and then he ic, 
What could a lover do? 

Yet ſtill the lovely charmer cry*d, 
I prithee, Willie, go. 


Her tender hand he then impreſt 
With many an ardent kiſs, _ 

And claſp'd her to his panting breaſt, 
Expecting future bliſs; 

At this ſhe frown'd, —with ſoften'd heart 
It was fhe z! ado, 

And with a little coyiſh art 

Cry'd, Prithee, Willie, go. 


10 
THE WISH, 
[Never before in Print.] 


. the downhill of life, when I find I'm declining. 
May my fate no leſs fortunate be, 

ron a ſnug elbow-chair can afford for reclining, 

And a cot that o'erlooks the wide ſea : s 


ith an ambling pad poney to pace o'er the land, 
While I carrol away idle forrow, 


And blithe as the lark that each day hails the dawn, 
Look forward with hopes for to-morrow. 


I ith a porch at my door both for ſhelter and ſhade 


too, 
As the ſun ſhine or rain may prevail, 


And a ſmall ſpot of ground for the uſe of the ſpade 
; too, 


With a barn for the uſe of the flail; 
cow for my dairy, a dog for my game, 


And a purſe when a friend wants to borrow, 
Ti: envy no Nabob his riches or fame, 


Nor what honours may wait him to-morrow. 
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; rom the bleak northern blaſt my my cot * com- 
= pletely 


E Secured by a neighbouring hill, 


dat night may repoſe ſteal upon me more ſweetly, 
Ey the ſound of a mur muring rill. 

d while peace and plenty I find at my board, 
With a heart free from fickneſs and ſorrow. 


Min my friends will I ſhare what to- day may 
afford, 


Aud let them ſpread the table to-morrow, 
TH 5 0 


—— ni oo — 
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And 


: In my life, to Dame Fortune I ne'er was a flave, 
et will not provoke her to frown, | 
"Enough for myſelf and my friend's all I crave, 


t( 106 ) 


And when [ at laſt muſt throw off this frail covering 4 
Which T'ye worn for threeſcore years and ten, 
On the brink of the grave I'll not ſeek to beg 


hovering, Of 
Nor my thread wiſh to ſpin o'er again;  [iti., 
But my face in the glaſs I'll ferenely ſurvey, 1 Wi: 
And with ſmiles count each wrinkling and furros, pr ve 
As "oy old worn out-ſtuff, which is thread-bare i. Th, 

e 4 

May become everlaſting to-morrow, 
8 ON G. 


By Mr. Oakman. 
[Never before in Print.] 


J Care not for faſhion, for folly, or ſtrife, 
For faction and noiſe I deſpiſe, _ 
My bottle and friend are my comforts in life, 


* 


As every one muſt who is wiſe; | 


When my Chloe ſhe ſmiles I am happier ſtill, g e 
And indeed ſhe but ſeldom has frown'd, 2 5 
For ſhe is all tenderneſs, love, and good-will, i? 


And the world it goes merrily round. 


And this J poſſeſs I muſt own; 
J envy not thoſe who are titl'd and great, 

With ſplendor and equipage crown'd, 
Determin'd that whate'er ſhall be my fate, 

The world ſhall go mernly round. 


( 107: )) 


N Vet honor I prize, and my country I love, 
And am loyal and true to my King, 

pnile ſtill my affection more fully to prove, 
Ot his glory and virtues I'll fing ; 

ben toſs off my bumper to ev'ry true heart, 
With honor and honeſty crown'd, 

arron, WTF or void of deception, evaſion, or art, 

are u: The world:ſhall go merrily round. 


| Keep 


—— — ———— — 
THE DOCTRINE OF AN ISRAELITE. 
By Mr. Collins. 


Oace was but a Pedlar,. and my Shop was in 


my Box, 
So ſure as I'm a Smouſh and my name is Mordecai, 
5 nd I cheated all the World in ſpite of Whipping- 
. Poſt or Stocks, 
„Por I never flicks for Trifles when there's Monies 
; in the Way : | 
l, bad good Bread, of Copper gilt, and fo I got 
H] Brea | 
il 6 Wi: b Sealing W Wax of Brickduft, and Pencils with- 
| | cut Lead; 


Wo my Pick-packs Ack-nack, Tick-tack, Gim-crack,. 
Twing twang, Two" tam Has. 

Nad ſing Ting-ring Tink, the Clink to Chink, is the 
Muſfic ſtill for me. 


o make up Goods the cheaper, ſome People fieal | 
the Stuff, 


And by ſelling of good Bargains they never want 
jor Trade, 
O 2 But 
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But I con'd always find the Way to ſell them cheap 
enough, 
As you know 'tis quite as eaſy for to ſteal them 
ready-made : 
And 45 I'm not a Chriſtians, I ſhou'd think! i 
very great Sin, 
When a Stranger comes acroſs me—if I wou'd not 
take him in, 
With my Pick-pack, &. 


Or ſuppoſe I do the Buſineſs of a Doctor or a Prieſt 
And in Want of ray Afﬀiſtance a poor Man en! 
for me, 


As in doing of my Duty I wow'd myſelf at leaſt, 


If I ſpy a good fat Piece of Pork, and he cou“ 
give no Fee; 
He may think I wou'd refuſe it; bleſs my Soul, he i: 
miftaken, 


I cou'd fell it, if not eat it, fo that would not bs 


his Bacon, 
With my Pick-pack, Ce, 


Or if I was a Judge, or a Juſtice of the Peace, 


Whenever Proſecutors brings a Thief before the 


Bench, 


If they ſwear upon the Book till they all was black 


in the Face, 
Let the Priſoner uſe good Arguments a Fig for 


Evidence: 

But if the Rogue was Pennyleſs, my Work I wou'd 
go through, 

As my Conſcience wou'd not let me rob the Gallows 
of its Due. 


With my Pick-pack; - 


Or ſu 


„ 


or ſuppoſe I was in Parliament, the Scheme I wou'd 
A propoſe, 
en WWE S$o ſure as I'm a Smouſh and my Name is 
=_ Mordecal, 
kit Wou'd be like the Little Ploughboy * To ſell my 
Z Ayes and Noes.” | 
not WW For 1 never fticks for Trifles when there's Monies 
| in the Way ; | 
Ke. And before I wou'd ſtand out, where there's Plenty 
f js of the Pelf, | 
iet“ If the D-v-l was Purchaſer—By G—d, I'd fell 
len! 1 myſelf, | 
With my Pick-pack, Nick-nack, Tick-tack, Gim- 
, A crack, Twing-twang, Twink'lum Dee, 
ou'! And fing Ting-ring Tink, the Clink to Chink, is 
= the Muſic ſtill for me. | 
hes | 
x: M $0: N 8. 
x E Sung by Mrs. CROUCH, in the HEIRESS, 


FOR tenderneſs form'd, 
i Inn life's early day, 
- 0% A parent's ſoft forrow 

Jo mine led the way; 
black The leſſon of pity | 
Was caught from her 8 5 


2 for i ryan words I cou'd con, 
_—_— poke with a ſigh. 
The nightingale plunder'd 
lors The mate widow'd dove, 
hey warbled complaint 
f ** Of the ſultry groye; 


Youth, 


(En) 


Youth, as it ripen'd, 
Gave ſentiment new, 
The object ſtill changing, 
The ſympathy true. 
Soft embers of paſſion, 
Yet felt in their glow, 
A warmth of more pain 
May this breaſt never know; 
Or it too indulgent, 
The bleſſing I claim, 
Let the . ſpark drop from reaſon, 
That wakens the flame. 


LIFE's LIKE A SEA. 
By G. &. Carey, 


IFE's like a ſea in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high, ſometimes low : 
Where every one mult brave the ocean, 

Whatſoever winds may blow. 

; If annoy'd by ſquall or ſhower, 

Driven by the gentle gales, 

{ Loſe not then the favouring hour, 
Whilſt ſucceſs attends the ſails. 


If the wayward winds ſhould ts 
Never Jet's give way to fear; 
All our patience let us muſter, 
And learn from reaſon how to ſteers, 
Let judgment keep us ever ſteady, 
*Tis a ballaſt ſeldom fails ; 
And when dangers riſe, be ever ready, 


To manage well the {ſwelling fails, Int 
j 
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Truſt not ſo much to your own opinion, 
Whilſt your veſſel is under way; 
Let good diſcretion bear dominion, 
That compaſs never leads aſtray: 
When thundering tempeſts make y ou ſhudder, 
And Boreas on the ſurface rails; 
Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
When Providence attends the ſails. 
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And when you are ſafe from danger, 
Riding in ſome favourite bay, 
Hope be the anchor you confide in, 
Care awhile in ſlumber lay. 
Then when each cann is with liquor flowing, 
And good-icllowſhip prevails, _ | 
Let each true heart, with rapture flowing, 
Drink ſucceſs unto the ſails, 


SONG. 
[Never before in Print.] 


WHEN high-frizz'd heads like Frizeland fowls, 
5 Our beaux did late diſplay, , 
Fach meagre phiz look'd like an owl's, 
& Beneath a cock of hay; 
hut prone to change, a new extreme 
Pervades each fribbling fop, 

Who now, the more uncouth to ſeem, 

Hath dwindled to a crop. 


5 How gladly ſome adopt the mode 
That reigns in modern day, 
Becauſe 


(232 -3 


Becauſe to dock their warm abode, 
Drives troubleſome gueſts away: 

Nor ſeems it odd, that many a beau 

Mears poll as bare as chin; 

*T'is quite an emblem, well we know, 
Ot what's contain'd within. 


This thirſty mode, moreover, ſaves ENO! 
What few incline to pay, _ - 
And makes then look like round-head knaves ate ſt 


Of canting Cromwell's day: | Z Inn 
No piercing cold can enter in, . . 

To pinch them to the quick, * 7 Þ 
For tho? each bruſh be ſhort and thin, 11 . 

Their ſculls are dev'liſn thick. 4 er int 


In pyramid hats, with two-inch ſticks, 3 chan 
When lounging at the play, I On at 
With jilts they ſhew their monkey tricks, Pegardl 


Talk much—but nothing ſay: 
If flily when one makes a dip, 
Detection e'er aſſail, 
_ He'll nimbly thro? your fingers ſlip, 
Like a pig with ſoapy tail. 


he f. 


DRINKING SONG. 


HILE the lover's dully thinking, 
Let us drown our care in drinking, 
Madneſs *tis for us to pine; 
When carouſing o'er full glaſſes, 
What care we for whining aſſes ? 
Love's a fol to ſparkling wine. 


* 


THE 


C214) 


THE PRETTY MOP- SQUEEZER, 
Tune—* A Country Squire.“ 


By Mr. Fowler. 


[Never before in Print.] 


Nen far from Groſvenor-ſquare, a jade, 
As freſh as freſh could ve, 

ate ſmit the heart of a town blade, 

1 In manner as you'll ſee. 


m mop and pail ſhe conſtant hail'd, 
The early part of inorn; 

1 inowy neck was half unveil'd; 
No art did her adorn. 


: t chanced as trundled ſhe the mop, 
On arm of niceſt ſhape; 

Went of each paſſing fop, 

A She ſprinkled well an ape. 


| ki ſo! you minx, is this your fun ? 
Ohe gave a tittering grin; 
Nut in a trice his rage was gone, 


ö And all was love within. 


i Wand my fortune both are thine, 
Angelic Maid, he ſwore! 


| . arms around my neck ſhall twine, 
About the mop no more. 


Pete dirty ſtones, forſake my dear! 
Doevels thy care demand; ä 
took him at his word, for fear 
ed give her not his hand. 
* 


63114 0 


Now ſhe's a ſtar in circles gay, 
By all admir'd or teaz'd; 
And thinks it was a lucky day, 


When laſt the mop ſhe ſqueez'd. | . 
HARRY OF THE GREEN, 0 
| Bu: 
Sung by Mrs. ILIFF, at the Apollo- Gardens. T 
1! 
Words by JAMES POWELL. 4. 
| Ea And 
THO' lordly foplings of the land, = WV 
* With '{quires gay, ſhould court my hand, * 
And hail me beauty's queen; | with 
Yet not to them of it T'!l part, = Mc 
But I will freely give my heart M2 t 
To Harry of the Green. = 7 
| = To 


For he is comely, ſtraight and tall, 
Of village {wains he beats them all, 
The pride of gay nineteen ; 


And every ſwain that hopes to pleaſe, . 

Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe End 

Of Harry of the Green. by 

| And t 

With joy my mind reviews the day, 55 

When dancing in the village gay, And e: 

He whiſper'd me unſeen, Inſte 
That he would ſoon make me his wife, 

And I ſhould happy pats my lite 
With Harry of the Green. Oh! 1 
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with their petit chanſon, Caira, Caira, Malbrook, 


by their pow'rs they're all nonſenſe and bodder 


And then to forfake magnifique Tipperary, 


| Oh! I kiſt a Griſette who halloo'd out, ma fi done, 


34159 
C WHACK's JOURNEY TO PARIS. 
Sung by Mr. Jobnſlone. 


Y O U may talk of a brogue of Ireland's {ſweet 
nation, | 
Of bulls and howls and palaver commeca, _ 
But mon Deu! 'tis no more to the French boderation, 
Than vin de Bourdeaux like to {weet uſquebaugh; 
If I go back again, blood and ouns ! how Ill wriggle, 
And congee, and caper, and make the folks ttare, 1% 200 
And initead of potatoes, how Shelagh will giggle, + 1m 
When I cries, Ma'm'telle, hand me that ſweet 12 *m 
pomme de terre. 


Mermington, and their Dans votre lit, 


To our didero, bubbero, whack ! langolee. 


0 mon Folly tight Shelagh, ah! how could I ſcorn 


her, 


When J lov'd her ſo dearly, ma foi, hubbaboo, 
And 20 round the globe, aye, from corner to corner, 
For foup maigre, la dance, and for trogs, and virtu; 


For pauvre Verſailles, and its capering throng, 
And eat friccaſees only fit for a fait y, 
Inſtead of ſubſtantial roaſt beef de mutton. 
With their petit chanton, &c. 


And yet I conſol'd her all night and all day, 
| F 2 | To 


— 


E 


To be ſure and T was not her ſweet Iriſh Cupidn, nav 
Her, petit mignon, and mi lor Anglois, W 7, 
But when ſhe found out ſans fix ſous was poor Wi 
whack, ſir, | g PT hen 

It was allez, miſerable diable John Bull, oy 
So I e'en gave this blarneying Frenchified cat, fi, Wt Benig 
Of good wholeſome ſhellilagh a compleat ſtomach WW Fer, ye 


full. 7 ; : Alas! f 
With their petit chanſon, &. But o 

THE SOLDIER's ADIE Uu. 
By James Powell. 3 IN. 


[Never before in Print. ] 
WHAT means, my love, the downcaſt eye, 


The brimming tear, the heaving ſigh, 
The throbbing breaſt, expreſſive woe ? 
Oh! let me kiſs from off thy face 
Thoſe dropping pearls that fall apace ; 
*Tis honor bids thy Henry go. 


What tho' to war's diſaſtrous woes, 

At its command thy Henry goes, 

_ Grieve not for that, my lovely Sue; 

For Heav'n ſure will him regard, 

Sweet Suſan's truth for to reward, 
And bleſs a love that is ſo true. 


Then think not he will come to harm, 8 wive 
For Suſan's love will nerve his am, [ll te 
And ſhield from death fo priz'd a life; hs 

3 0 


But 


T 


But 


C11} 3 


but think how honor'd he'll return, 
and with redoubl'd ardour burn, 


| To claim his lovely deſtin*d wife. 


MW 


Then let us kiſs exchange of love, 

EY hilt propitious Heav'n above 

EZ Benignant ſmiles on Hal and Sue: 
et, yet, your tears ſtill faſter flow, 
Alas! my love, I'm forc'd to go, 
But one more kits, and then adieu. 
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| 1N THE MAGICIAN NO CONJURER. 
3 Sung by Mrs, Webb. 


WOULD I, could I, once diſcover, 
© Where reſides my deſtin'd lover; 
WW, perchance, he now repoſes, 
Wn a fragrant bed of roſes; - 
Or on ſome blue river's border, 
Wnders wild in ſweet diſorder ; 

Pit I could but behold him, 

Leer ſhould theſe arms enfold him!“ 
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— — 


KA 1 N. 
Sung by Mr, Fawcett, 


Ir wives in the market were to be ſold, 
PI! tell you what I'd have for my gold; 

| 110 with an eye that ſeem'd to ſay, ; 
ow do you do? *Tis a very fine day!“, 
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„ 
She ſhou'd have a lip 


That pouts for a ſmack; 
Be rather crummy about the hip, 


Her boſom ſhou'd be like the ſnow unſoil'd, 
Her cheek as red as a lobſter boil*d ; | 
Her voice as {weet as the ſong of the lark, 
And her hair thick and 


Then tis you I mean to have and to hold, 


And you have an eye that ſeems to ſay, 
«© How do you do? *Tis a very fine day!“ 
lou've a roſy lip | 
That pouts for a ſmack ; 
Are rather crummy about the hip, 


And large in the ſmall of the back 


And large in the ſmall of the back 


For I love your charms as well as your gold; 


— 
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ſandy, or curly and dark, 
She ſhould have a lip, &.. 


By Mr. Incledon and Mrs. Billingto... 


1 Mr. Incledon. 
| TJJEPRIVPD of thee, *twere only woe, 


Midf all that wealth and pow'r beſtoy, 


Mrs. Billington. 
Depriv'd of thee, I ſure ſhould prove 
How trifling all, compar'd to love. 
T K. 
The tender ſigh, the rapt'rous tear, 
Can give the only bliſs ſincere. 


SONG 


I es eh ne ek EDIT RE. 
eri 2 a 
/ Er Res Sera 
IE Set TEN by as es 

Y 4 


, rr 8 n 
See a oe oro nes 


131 
* 
r HF 


- 3 8 
ws IRE! 


Y R 
* e 


8 
5 ' 
= 
FA 1 
ks 2 
IRE * 
_ +6 
LR 


. 
N 
"= 
Dry 
35 
® 


Ec 

WS 

Ee: + 

YES 

SS 

1 

"8 * n 
"x 

3 

hed 

—_ 

3 

Ex 0 gl 

1 , 

= 1 E 
1 
An 


Tho 
Yet. 
He | 


| Whe 


I do 
Eco 


I 
P 


Anc 


The 


"8 


—_—_ 
„ 

* 
8 


4 BD 
3 2 ö 


— 


4 
N 
tf 
25 
5 
i: 
3 


And all that one ſays is ſo witty, 


And let not a flincher come near. 


o give me but plenty of liquor, 
ld laugh at the Squire or Vicar, 
And if I'd a wife, why I'd kick her, 


& Tho? I know it's a heavy diſaſter, 
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* AIR.—By Mr. BLANCHARD, 


\ HEN one's drunk, not a girl but looks pretty 
The country's as gay as the city, 


A bleſſing on brandy and beer! 
Bring the cup, 

Fill it up, 

Take a 1up, 


If e'er ſhe pretended to ſneer. 
Bring the cup, &c. 


Yet I mind not the rage of my maſter, 
He bullies, and I drink the faſter. 
A blefling on brandy and beer ! 

Bring the cup, &c. 
When a.cherry -cheek'd maid I have my eye on, 
do many things ſhe cries fie on; 

Ecod, I'm as bold as a Lion. 
A bleſſing on brandy and beer! 
Bring the cup, &c. 


AIR.—By Mr. Fawcertr. 


'LL fly from the Thames to the Liffy, 
Pl conquer the world in a giff ; 
With thunder, drum, trumpet and clatter ; 
And Ill get the fine girl I am ſeeking, 
"Tho? ſhe were as far off as Pekin, 


] will, there's an end of the matter. 
1 | DUET. 


EE They'll think a diff'rent way, 


2 — . —— — — — —— — — — 


{ 120 ) 
Y 2 A 
By Mrs. MarTrYr and Mrs. Mov ay, 

WHEN the toil of day is o er, and the ſheep xr; 
in the fold, 

And when acroſs the broomy heath the hifi 
winds blow cold; 

When the village dogs, in fear, at the moon be 
to howl, by 

And from Covi fott'ring wall is heard the melat. 
choly owl, 

Then ev'ty danger is abroad, and griſly ſpectres plide 

While thro? the air, with dire intent, the witch aue 
Wizard. ride. 
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AIR.— By Mrs. Makrvz. 


SU E girls are to be pitied, 
Whenever they're committed, 
For being kind and gay; 
And thoſe that cry out ſhame, 
Are very much to blaine, 
That's all I ſay. 
I never could diſcover, 
Why ſmiling on a lover, 
Who wants to kiſs arid play, 
Should be miſcall'd offence; 
It is not common ſenſe, 
That's all I ſay. 
But tho' the grave and haughty 
Will ſwear it's very naughty, 


And do as others do; 
I know it to be true; 


That's all 1 ſay. 


F ( 121) 

El LOUIS the SIXTEENTH's LAMENTATION. 
Me E Tune Welcome, welcome, brother debtor.” 
ir By Mr. OakMan. 


[Never before in Print.] 


" AS Louis Bourbon lay reclining 
On his hand, his crownleſs head, | 
At his hapleſs fate repining, | . 
E Thus the once great monarch ſaid: 
Grandeur, ſtate, and pomp and glory! 
I muſt bid you all farewel, 5 
And my fall, in future ſtory, 
& Each hiſtoric page will tell. 
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= Taught by princely education, 

= lo adopt a tyrant's plan, 

. Ruler of a mighty nat ion, 

= fancy made me more than man; 
i word was law—at my diſcretion 
| Every ſubject mult obey, _ 

=: And the hand of hard oppreſſion 
Still mark'd out my iron ſway. 


Pride and boundleſs oftentation 
Made me think the world my own; 
Freedom ſounded through the nation, 
= And I loſt my throne and crown! 
exo confin'd to ſad reflection, 
All my errors now I ſee, 

und reduc'd to fad ſubjection, 

Brother kings, come, pity me. 


WW. 
Wt Ho | been born an humble peaſant, 
L No cauſe I'd had then to repine; 
i, like other ſwains, been pleaſant, 
dmibd and ſan ! prun'd the vi 
and Jung, and prun'd the vue; 
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Oh! how ſweet the charms of nature! 
Charms which I'm forbid to ſee ; 

There is not ſo forlorn a creature, 

None fo hapleſs, ſure, as me! 


View the cottager ſurrounded 
With his ſmiling infant throng, 
Who partake of joys unbounded} 
No ſuch joys to me belong: 
Partial guards, my woes increaſing, 
Bar my children and my queen, 
And with inſult fill unceafing, 
Make me wiſh I ne'er had been. 


Since my fate is paſt redreſſing, 

Il with patience muſt attend; 

That's my only hope and bleſſing, 
Patience 15 my only friend : 

On that and God 1s my reliance, 
My future happineſs to prove; 

FEarthly crowns I bid defiance, 
Sure to gain a crown above. 


FOR FREEDOM AND HIS NATIVE I 


Sung by Mrs. KenNepy. * 

MUST peace and pleaſure's melting ſtrain, * 
For ever in this circle reign! BY 
Awhile the muſe with ardour giows, £ 


To pay the debt that Britain owes ! 
'O-wave awhile your ſoft delights, 

To pratte each valiant ſon that fights, 
And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 
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The ſoldier ſeeks a diflant Piain, 
The failor ploughs the boiſterous main, 
Their toil domeſtic eaſe ſecures, 

The labour theirs, the pleaſure yours: © 
Then change awhile, &c. 


CK 


Ye wealthy, who domeſtic {weets 
Enjoy within vour gay retreats, 
Think, think on thoſe who gvard the ſhore, 
Whenc2 unmoleſted ſpring; your ſtore: 


And change awhile, &c. 


S 


Ye ſwiins who haunt the ſhady grove, 
And tranquil breathe your vows of love, 
Who hear nct War's tremendous voice, 
But in the arms of Peace. rejoice : 


Change, change awhile, &c. 


And ve who in this frolic train, 
Inſpir'd with muſic's ſprightly ſtrain. 
And wild with pleaſure's airy round, - 
Bid flowing bowls with love be crown'd : 
Amid your ſocial dear delights, 
Remember him who boldly fights, 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


DEATH os LIBERTY: 


Sung by Mr. Baxx1sTER. 


WHILST happy is my native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter, 
III rever baſely lend my hand, 
Her liberties to barter. 
R 2 
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The noble mind is not at all 
By poverty degraded ; 


Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 


And well I am perſuaded, | 1. 
Fach frechorn Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
Or give me death or liberty, A 
Or give me, &c. | ACC 
85 | Aid 
Tho' ſmall the pow'r which Fortune grants, Iris to 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, o ech 
The lordly hireling often wants = 
That freedom which defends us; = Then 
By law fſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, EC :l0e 1 
Our houſe is our caſtellum; EDh! ho' 
Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, Now tr: 
For lucre ſhall we ſell em? EH 
No !—every Briton's ſong ſhould be, bus 
Give me death or liberty. rmir 
Give me death, &c. bus 1] 
ä Wy n 
THE-STREAMLET THAT FLOW'D ROUND HER COT, 
Sung by Mr. IncLEDon, in the Woopwas,. : 
PHE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, | 0 T 
All the charms of my Emily knew; | por 
How oft has its courſe been forgot, = 
While it paus'd her dear image to woo! be lay. 
| | id wo! 
Believe me, the fond ſilver tide | 


Knew from whence it deriv'd the fair prize; 
For filently felling with pride, 
It reflected her back to the ſkies ! 


SONG. 
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SONG. By Mr. Oakuax. 


Tune—* Come, let love, let life be mine.“ 


Never before in Print. 


EDACCHUS, god of roſy wine-: 
Aid me in my great deſign; 
is to fill a mighty bowl, 

To exhilirate the ſoul. 


os 
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Then to beauty fill the glaſs, 
le is a charming laſs : 
on! how ſweet the gentle kiſs! 


o tranſporting is the bliſs! 


bus let love and joy be mine, 
Charming women, pleating wine; 

tus VI] paſs my time away, 

ey night and ev'ry day. 5 


oy 


SHE HAD NOT TIME. 
Sung by Mr. KING, at Ranelagh, 


Thames“ fair bank a gentle youth 
For Lucy ſigh'd with matchleis truth, 
EE n when ſhe figh'd in rhyme ; 

Thc lavely maid his flame return'd, 
would with equal warmth have burn'd, 
hut that ſhe had not time, 


be repair'd, with eager ſeet, 
Neret ſhades his fair to meet, 
each ch accuſtom'd lyme ; 9 

* Sometimes 
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<ometimes the maid would meet him there; 
But when he begg'd ſhe'd eaſe his care, 
She ſuid—ihe had not time. | 


It was not thus, inconſtant maid, 

You acted once, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
When love was in 1ts prime; 

She griev'd to hear him thus complain, 

And wiſh'd the could have eas'd his pain, 
But ſtill—ſhe had not time. 


Then pointing to the church, he cried, 

This day I'll make young Jane my bride, 
Since you think love a crime; 

No. no, ſhe ſaid, my gentle youth, 

Pre try'd your faith and conſtant truth, 


And now for love have = 


HONEST JACK. 
Tune“ What is that to me.” 
By Mr. Oak MAN. 


THE world may proceed with its jangling, 
Their brains with invention may rack, 
In ſpite of their malice and wrangling, 
Pm determin'd to be Honeſt Jack. 


Tom Paine may proceed in romancing, 
And all Europe's monarchs attack, 

And very ſtrange notions advancing, 
Pm determin'd to be Honeſt Jack. 


Some people may think themſelves clever, 
Who wiſh to all monarchs a crack, 


( 
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E 74; 1 am determin'd for ever, 

That 1 will be poor Honeſt Jack. 

E Tho! Frenchmen here make an intruſion, 
Ihe cauſe I mult pity, alack! 

© Yet I hope it will breed no contuſion, 
For I will be ftill Honeſt Jack. 


I heed not the Auſtrians or Ruſſians, 
Or the foes that each other attack, 
Nor all the humbug of the Pruſſians, 
While I can be ſtill Honeſt Jack. 


E To England I mean to be true, fir, 
Prom honor will ne'er turn a back, 

Zut ev'ry right method purſue, ſir, 

That 1 way ſtill be Honeſt Jack. 


FP — 


SONG.—By J. PENDRED.. 


Tune Moggy -Lawder,” 
[Never before in Print, ] 


. 2 forth one eve, if you'll believe, 

1 « Not knowing what I ſought, Sir ;*? 
Like Dryden's clown, walk'd up and down, 
And“ whiſtl'd for want of thought, Sir :*? 
When a damſel gay, Love thro? in my way 
Oh! Sir, the is my charmer! 

If you wou'd know who charm'd me ſo, 

Her name is Sally Palmer. 
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be overtures which I made of love, 

bhe ſcornfully rejected, 

And ſaid, “Such nonſenſe I don't approve,“ 
And haughty airs affected: 


Like 
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Like a lover bold I my ſuit purſu” a, 
"011 an write It grew calmer, 


When ſoon J found 1 had ſubdu'd 
The heart of Sally Palmer. 


Fo or many months I cov'd not eat, 
But pin'd and ſigh'd for Sally; 


J loath'd my drink, I loath'd my meat, 


Till 1 brought our accounts to tally : 


And when I'd ; wh dear Sal to wed, 


I cou'd eat like any farmer; 
Bread and cheeſe, or meat, and kifſes ſweet, 
I enjoy'd with Sally Palmer. 


Laſt Whitſuntide I made her my brice, 
And friends to us came flocking ; 
The day we ſpent in ſweet content, 
And at night was thrown the ſtocking: 
Then fince Sally's now become my wife, 


There's nought from me ſhall harm her; 


A huſband true I'll be thro? life, 
Unto her—once Sally Palmer. 


— — 


A FAVORITE AIR. 


Sung by Mrs. Crovces, in the Hauxrreo Tow: 


HU H, huſh! ſuch counſels do not give, 


A lover's name profaning ; 


And can her heart deceit adviſe, 


Where'er mighty love is reigning? 


Diſſimulation's path you've trod 
Too oft to go aſtray ; 


And whilſt to me you point the road, 
Your foolſteps mark the way, 


ee, 
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THE NOS EGA. 


By James Pow t, 


[Never before in Print:? / 


3 STELLA pluck'd the opening role, 
er lovely boſom to adorn ; 
with every ſweet that early blows, 

E And gaily decks May's ſmiling morn. 


be ſview'd them with a ſparkling eye, 

E Blooming in Nature's gaudy pride: 

© Bu: throwing them neglected by, | 
hey hung their heads and fading died. 


Dcar girl, ſaid I, attend, T pray, 
= And trom this fad example know, 
If e'er from virtue's path you ſtray. 
The fate of beauty here below. 


. \t morn it blooms, both freſh and gay, 
4 Which, when the cruel ſpoiler ſpies, 
le plucks the op'ning bud away, 


And ſoon it withers, fades, and dies. 
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HUNTING OGANTAT A. 

7 By James PowELL., 

= [Never before in Print.] 

A RECITATIVE. 

WHEN lovely Aurora bluſhing *gins to riſe, 
4 And timidly to peep on the opening day, 
And drowſy Phoebus to rub his leaden eyes, 
And the ſhrill lark to carol forth his morning lay. 
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ATR W The 

Then we fons of {port dull ſlumber forego, = 1 
And arife, our lov'd game to purſue ; = ; 6 
Our ſtceds being ſaddl'd, onward we go, # | 1 
Our daily pleaſure and ſport to renew. 1 5 
Whilſt the dogs op*ning throats, Had 
With the horns merry notes, = Wh] 
Make echo reſound ind. 

To the welkin around, EH ow g 
Tantaron ! Tantivy ! Huzza! Tally-ho! los th 
Noch fü 2 

The antler'd ſtag from the foreſt then bounds, Nane 


And ſwiftly ſcuds o'er the grey-ruſſet mea; 

Quick he's purſu'd by the fleet-tooted bounds ; 
And eagerly follows the high-mettÞd itced, 

| Whilſt the dogs, &“. 


O'er hills and o'er vallies he eagerly flies. 
With ſpirits high and joyous we follow ; 

Till quite ſpent at laſt, ſhe's taken and dies, 
And we all give the huntfman's loud holtow 


Whilit the dogs, &c. 
—  —_— 
SONG. 
By Mr. PowBELL. 
[Never before in Print.] 


TY the ſweet pleaſant month of May, 
Adown the verdant meads I ſtray, 

Where butter-cups of vellow hue, 

And cowllips pale with gliſt'ning dew, 

Where each op'ning ſweet blooms around, 


And dailies pied bedeck the ground, 


Then 


73 
4 


({ 18153: 


ö Then all that” s ſweet and ee there, 


—_— 


550 livoh 50 talk as *twere to him; 
3 hich, when my am'rous tale is ſaid, 
WJ eave in chaplets for my head. 


Sd 
e 


E Whilſt thus employ'd, an equal joy 
1 find. as though himſelf was by; 

EH ow great no language can reveal, 
is that alone my ſighs muſt tell; 
Nach ſighs as he then ſhall approve, 
d meet with equal zeal and love. 


A 2 
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By James PowELL- 
[Never before in Print. j 


23 Laura 1s more dazzling fair 

Than lilies gloſs'd with dewy air, 
Ind her cheeks more charms diſcloſe, 
Chan burſting bud of th? bluſhing role : 
ler winning eye with luſtre bright, 
Lade the ſenſe, and charms the fight ; 
Ws! gize without controul, 

Wd gaze, and ſigh away my ſoul. 


= lips, in glowing dye, 
I with the bright carnation vie; 
Er breath more fragrance doth exhale, 
Jan the 1 impregnate evening gale, 
ted over beds of flowers, 


Pered with reviving ſhowers : 
Tin 
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Sighing J gaze without controul, 
And gaze, and ſigh away my ſoul. 


ox. 


With roſeat wreaths ſhe binds her brows, 


Her hair in ſuch luxuriance flows, A 
That wanton winds enamour'd ſtay, = URL 
And through the gloſfly ringlets play, W 0 tots 
Each charm then ſhines divinely bright, deckt 
And fills the heart with freſh delight. nch br) 
Sighir.g I gaze without control, hat bo 
And gaze, and ſigh away my 1oul. Aud loy 
* _ BY 
ANACREONIC SONG. A 00 
| W ic pla 
By James PowELL. rap 
OW mighty God of fluſhing wine, ap 
Inſpire thy votary's ſong, A Make 
Grant all the entrancing joys be mine, * cy x 
That to your Jov'd bowl belong: 3 Wi 

Round my fancy- ſick temples bind 1 
Thy cluſt'ring wreaths of purple glow, f 

The laurel and fam'd ivy wind, | 
And let them there unfading blow. BD mem 
*Tis wine that makes the poet's brain | Wie | 
With fancy and thought to flow, | FE And 
And aching ſenſe grows wild with pain, and! 
Sublime ideas to know. Wher 
Round, &. ich lo 

With frenzy fine his eye doth roll, R 
Rapturous thoughts expreſſing, be | 
When inſpir'd by the magie bowl, ws 


Poetic dreams impreſſing. 
Round, Ke. 0 


OW. 


„ 
S0 NG. —In Praiſe of the AroLLo GARDEN. 


By Mr. PoweLr. 
[Never before in Print.] 


EN firſt then above old Jove came to know 
A Apollo's gay garden was open below, 

or mortals to be the pleaſure and joy, 

ET 0 {often th' ills that on earth all annoy, 

deckt it he had with Flora's gay bloom, 

Wd bright cryſtal lights t' enliven the gloom, 
ur both charming and gay it was to the fight, 

F: ad love, wine, and harmony join'd, to delight. 
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W By black gulph of Styx that angry god ſwore, 
Wuch doings as theſe he'd ne'er ſuffer more; 

ie place he'd deftroy with thunder-holts dread; 
Bit Apollo roſe up, and thus to him ſaid, | 

BY Tho' heaven and earth he ſhook with his nod; 
W His lyre's ſweet ſound ſhould ſofter: the god, 
Make him ſmile on the place, both chearful and 
W bright, 

Where love, wine, and harmony join'd, to 
| delight.“ 


Venus peep' d out from her myrtle alcove, 

ad curtſying ſaid to her old father Jove, 

She lik'd the place, ſhe'd have him to know, 

And oft in a frolic tript down below; 

And thither ſhe hied in earthly diſguiſe, 

Where mortals enamour'd gaz'd on her eyes ;*? 
ch love-beaming glances ſhe enraptur'd their ſight, 
d love, wine, and harmony join'd, to delight. 
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ut roſy-fac'd god of ſoul-cheering tun, 
oc jolly heart teem'd with gladneſs and fun, 
. ; Swore 
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And hide ſecure my beauteous love. 


( 134 ) 


Swore “ brother Poll he'd aid with his bowl, 
„ Whoſe draughts deluſive enrapture the jou: 
His cluſters rich juice he'd ſend to the place, 
& Mortals to gladden, their hearts to ſolace; 
That with myrtle and laurel his vine he'd unite, 
That wine, love, and harmony, ſhould then 
delight.” 


Then hither ye mortals, hither repair, 
Such divine gifts as theſe, freely to {hare : 
With ſuch protection we fear no rebuff, 
Tho' old father Jove flew off in a huff: 
Apollo, Venus, and Bacchus, will aim, 
The place to protect, and ſhield it from ain; 
Then hither, ye mortals, we gladly invite, 
Preſerve the love his boſom warms, 
Where wine, love, and harmony join, to deligt 


— 


YECRYSTAL FOUNTAINS, SOFTLY FLO. 6: 
E cryſtal fountains, ſoftly flow, * 


Ve gentle gales, ah! ceaſe to blow; is mei 
For know, my blooming, conſtant {wain, But n 
Doth calmly ſleep on yonder plain: WS bole jc 
Propitious pow'rs, affront that reſt, For L 


Which ever dwelt within his breaſt; 
With caution guard his radiant charms. 


Around my love, ye violets, ſpring; 
In plaintive notes, ye warblers, ſing; 
Ye roſes, bloom about his head, 

And ſweetly, ſweetly ſcent his moſſy bed: 
Ve little Cupids, quickly bring 

Each green that decks the verdant ſpring; 
There form a ſweet ſequeſter'd grove, 


4 3 
DICK TRIM MER: 
A PARODY on Ton BowLIxC. 
By Mr. Rnopts. 


[Never before in Print.] 


1 FJERE quite ſew'd up lies poor Dick Trimmer, 
Y The darling of our club, | 
No more his hand can wield a brimmer, 

A victim to the tub: 

is form, like Bacchus, ſhew'd his living, 
His heart ne'er knew diſguiſe, | 
But roſy wine each ſenſe bercaving, 

He finds it vain to rite. 


Pick never from the bow! Cepartegd, 

= Whilſt ought was left to ſup. 

EÞnt till fincere and open-hearted 

Lo thoſe who kept it up; 

is merry ſongs wou'd baniſh ſorrow, 
But now, as low he lies, ; 

ET bole joys muſt ceaſe until to-morrow, 
For Dicky cannot riſe. 


Et ſhall kind Reaſon ope cach portal, 
When he who guides the day, 

ul give to 2 each drowiy mortal, 
Abe word his ſteeds obey : 
Keine, which oft our forms diſable, 
In van did Dick ſurpriſe; 

WT tho' he lies beneath the table, 

le morn ſhall {ce him riſo. 


8 


10 
THE LANCASHIRE WITCHES, 


3 ] was ſearching the records 

Ao ancient — knights, dukes, and lords, gn 
A pleaſant jelt appear'd in fight, Fror 
The which I ſhall unfold this night: And 
When Queen Elizabeth did reign, Fram 
Her loving ſubjects did complain, > Unti 
That Witches daily then increas'd, Pray 
Who did deſtroy both man and beaſt. Whot 
The truth of this ſhe ſent to hear, Th 
Eſpecially in Lancaſhire 3 | | T1; « 
She ſent ber judges forth with ſpeed, You's 
To try them for this wicked deed : Maw 
Old women with their lantern Jaws, W 
Not having any other cauſe, Ks 
But being threeſcore years and ten, & 15 
Were all arraign'd as Witches then. The 3 

In Lancaſhire there liv'd a man, _ 
And ſome they call'd him Eaſy Jan, Deg 
Beſide his little daughter tro, 78 
Who underneath his arm did go, N 
Who ſearing that he was a Witch, 3 
His loving wife he did beſeech, | They 
That he uato ſome Court might g0, Tha! 
To know whether he was a Witch or no. but an 
She gave conſent, he went bis way, FPG 
And rer d hard both right and day ; ? 1 
He travell'd an hundred miles and more, Bo: be 
Until his feet wer? almoſt ſore ; WT Kae 


He travell'd an hundred w_ and paſt, 

Unto the Court he came at 1alt 3 

They all made way; for why? they thought 
Hie had ſome information brought. 
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For no 
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Speak up, ſaid they, and do not fear, 
What you've to ſay, come let us hear: 
prom Lancaſhire I come, John cry'd, 
uad hope for to be ſatisfy'd: 

| Above an hundred miles I came, 
Until my feet are almoſt lame; 

pray tell unto me before 1 go, 

E Whether Jam a Witch or no. 


The Judge he laughed heartily ; 

The Speaker made him this reply: 

vou are, ſaid he, and he kick'd his breech, 
More like an old Cuckold than a Witch. 
I thank you, fir, then John reply'd, 

For now I am well fatisfy'd ; 

So l' trudge home to Joan my wite, 

| The joy and comfort of my life: 


Who met him with a hearty cheer; 
E You're welcome home, ſaid ſhe, my dear: 
Pray what does thoſe learned genciemen ſay ? 
are you a Witch or no, I pray? 
As toon as e'er they ſaw my face, 
They told me in a little ſpace, 
That I was no Witch at all, 
but an old Cuckold, and that was all. 


I think, quoth Joan, thoſe learned men 
Are full as bad as Witches then, 

r how ſhould they ſo cunning be, 

o know that I had cuckold thee. | 
Pays John, They may ſay what they pleaſe, 
or now I'll ſet my heart at eaſe; 
Eil drink a jug of ale; for why ? 

Lam no Witch, and. what care I, 
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THE TEMPLE OF LOVE. 
Tune Bachelor's Hall.“ 


By Mr. RroDts. 


[Never before in Print.] 


T0 the Temple of Love hie ye frolickſome race, 
Delay not a moment our joys to embrace; 
Here of love take your fill, and each fair one careßb, 
Here's charms that can ſooth the rough frowns 0: 
diſtreſs ;. 5 
When beauty ſurrounds you, what care can aſſall, 

Misfortunes deject you, or ſorrows avail? 


HO RUS. 
Haſte away, haſte away, all ye youthful and gay, 
And we'll make the dull night ſhine as bright as tlie 
day. | 


Sweet Poll, in a face, there*re few girls can outvie, 
And Bet gives a leer with her roguiſh black eye; 
Fair Suſan diſplays. ali the grace of her ſhape, 
And Chloe as many wild tricks as an ape; 

But the faireſt enchantreſs that ever you ſaw, 

Is Anna, whoſe beauty is void of a flaw. 

Haſte away, &c. 


Here little Squire Cupid his ſcience diſplays, 

And Venus with Bacchus crowns merit with bay 

Even Mars chinks i proper he there ſhou'd be fect, 

Ar'encins the levee of Beauty's fair queen; 

W hilit ev*r. brign. deity the ſummons approve, 

Aud elated repair to the Temple of Love. 

Haſte awry, &c. 
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LOYALTY ax» MASONRY. 


By Mr. PabpDock. 


Tune“ Rule, Britannia.“ 
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3 WHILE dire commotions fill each ſtate, 
And monarchs ſtep with fearful tread, 
alia diſtracted meets her fate, | 
and Freedom hides her bluſhing head, 
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res, The Heavens indulgent on us ſmile, itt 

18 of And bleſſings crown our favour'd iſle! li ( 
37 

il, Nou Superſtition's crafty hand, 9 | 
In gloomy form is ſeen no more; Wii 
bright-ey'd Religion guards our land, [WM 

5 | And Light illumes our happy ſhore. li i 

"1. | The Heavens, &c. N 

8 the 2 1 1:83 | 
ul! Liberty to us is dear, b . 

: Which our forefathers nobly bought; | * ; 

i, and we'll the hallow'd boon revere, 118 

Ex Buy their example wiſely taught! 1 
| 3 The Heavens, &c. 4 
And hark! — from Aſia's diſtant plains, | 
Loud ſhouts of vict'ry rend the ſkies ; 

. No more its haughty tyrant reigns; 

| But at our feet for mercy cries ! | 

Ys, | 1 The Heavens, &c. 

bayes: Wl | 

e ſeen, ecording Fame the deed ſhall boaſt, 

8 lnmortal honour Britons gain; 
, Wanction'd by whom—on Afric's coaſt 


Shall Myriads burk the galling chain! 
The Heavens, &c. _ 
Then, 


6310 


Then, Freedom, ſhed thy genial ray, 
Thy godlike comforts ſtill impart; 

And, like che blaze of cheerful day, 
Warm ev 'ry Loyal Maſon's heart. 
The Heavens, &, 


Here, Virtue, Order, all agree, 
To further our Great Maſter's plan, 
And by the powers of Maſonry 
Is deify'd imperfect Man! 
The Heavens, &c. 


Still mightier ſpread from pole to pole, 
And bloſſom, like the opening ſpring; 
While from the friendly, generous bowl, 
We toaſt our Country and our King! 
May Heaven indulgent ever ſmile, 
And with its bleſſings crown our iſle 


8 0 N G. Wher 
| An 
A LINNET JUST FLEDG'D. 
Sung in the New Theatrical Entertainment, cl!" on 
Jus r IN FIXꝑ. % 
Oc] 


A Linnet juſt fledg' d, from its leaf-ſhady bowe! 
Its flight had too daringly took; 

Unable the wide ambient ether to tower, 

It flutter'd and fell in the brook. 


To ſave the ſweet youngling fair Laura was nigb 
She cheriſh*d and ſooth'd it to reſt; 
Yet ſhe wet is as faſt from Pity's ſoft eye, 

As ſhe dry'd 1 its moiſt plumes on her brat. 
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z Thus Vanity's pinions too oft we extend, 

And the dictates of Reaſon forego— _ 

W Then fall like the Linnet, nor meet with a friend, 
EB Like Laura, to weep o'er our woe. | 
| 7 —————__——_—— .. — —— 

* PLANX TV NA-BOCK-LECH ; 

Or, DexxIis O'NEAL's Return from Campaigrüng. 

A Z Sung by Mr. DiGaToN, at Sadler's Wells. Wl 
= FROM leath'ring and beating of Tippoo, and 0 
I pleaſe ye, = 1 
E Horroo! here's myſelf, little Dennis, come back; in 
Io be ſure I'm at home, where a man ſhould be eaſy, wm 
With ſchemes in his head and rupees in his ſack; 10 
Zy my foul ! it fo pleaſes me now to be thinking, 1 
How neat we ſhall hear the dumb creatures a 1 1 
Jþ chinking, | 1 
When ſnug at the tavern T pays for my drinking, AM 
And ſing to the tune of the laſs and a lack! MW 
E MJ 

e HO R U.. HM! 
= Sing botheroo! ditheroo ! fire away friſky, 1 


N Sure, han't we now caught the ſly fox by the 
tail! 
Och, *twas the ſword of Cornwallis and right Iriſh 
Y That made a rich Nabob of Dennis O'Neal ; 

Sing doo rol lol loo rol lol, | 
Boo rol lol, loo rol lol, | 
Doo rol lol loo rol lol, boo rol loo. 


Devil | 


( 142 ) 


Devil doubt the Spalpeens in their news would pr. 
laver ye, | 
All without ever a word of flam, 
How Cornwallis's lads, daſhing into the cavery, 
Leather'd away for Seringapatam 


 Hubbuboo ! by my ſoul, it's all true that I tell ye, Spang 
I ſtood it myſelf, till the heart in my belly The 
Flew up to my mouth, by the ſoul of Moll Kelly! There 
And the thing ſav'd my life was a drop of a dram, Dip 
| | Sing botheroo, ditheroo, c. He ne 
Cornwallis, one morning, in Tippoo's fine garden, Nn 
Had decently ſat himſelf down at his eaſe, : Mar 
Miſter Lord, hollows Tippoo, two words to that Liſtens 
| bargain ! 


Either get out of that, fir, or do as you pleaſe; 
With that the ſly thief tore his kingdom afunder, 
And gave ev'ry man of us prize witzout plunder, 
*Twas a rich yellow harveſt got in during thunder! 


And thraſh*d ont, by my ſoul ! like a thraſhing of 5a 
peaſe. Re ts HL 
Sing botheroo, ditheroo, &c. Wi Cried, 

Cold! 

| EE PD Lies 1 
Nov fait, Mr. Tip, wid your half of a nation, Mor 
Ne' er bother your dingy old face of a rap, All hoj 
For, as to your ſons, and their edi fication. rs 


We'll teach 'em good manners, ye terrible chap: 
And ye lads here at home, only think what you re 
ining; d 
Long life to the trade of Eaft-India campaigning! 
For the while we've two oftriches with us remaining, 
You're ſure of a feather in Commerce's cap. 
Sing botheroo, ditheroo, Kc, 


SONG. 


( 143 ) 
_ AIRS IN THE PIRATE. - 
AIR. -GufLIERNO. 
3 THERE the moon-filvet'd waters roam, 
i And wanton o'er th' unſteady ſand, 
pangling with their ſtarry foam 
W The tow'ring clift that guards the land. 


There, the ſcreaming ſea-bird flits, 
Dips in the wave his duſky form; 
Or on the rocking turret fits, 

S Th exulting demon of the ſtorm. 


There, as village legends tell, 
Many a ſhipwreck'd ſeaman's ghoſt 
Ligens to the diſtant knell, | 
When midnight glooms the fatal coaſt. 


r — w — — — — 
, 9 ' ; 

i, | ATR —AvRORA. 

ler! S wrapt in fleep I lay, 

19 of | 


Fancy aſſum'd her ſway ; 

= A voice, which ſpoke deſpair, 

E Cried, © Mourn thy lover baniſh'd, 
Cold! cold! beneath the main, 

Lies he in battle ſlain. 3 
Mourn, mourn, thou wretched fair; 
All hope from thee is vaniſh'd.“ 

4 65 the rock I ſtood: 

Forth from the foaming flood 

| Aroſe the lovely form 

f him who now 15 baniſh'd. 

Looſe flow'd his auburn hair; 

Word was his boſom, bare, 

dinking amid the ſtorm, 


e ſigb'd © Adieu, and vaniſh'd, 
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THE MOTHER's ADVICE. 
Tune — Ally Croker.” 


| 
By J. PENDRED. 
{Never before in Print.] 


| 
WIEN out of my Teens by a Fop I was courts, 
Who ſaid in fine Dreſs I ſhou'd ever be ſi- 
| ported; | | 
But my Mother lik'd him not, and told me for wh; 
Sir, 9 
And often in private thus to me would cry, Sir, 
If ever you marry, Child mind what I tell ye, 
Marry a Man with a Trade in his Belly, 


Next was a Suitor of very high Degree, Sir, 
Who promis'd fine Things, and a Lady I ſhould be 
ir; | | 
But my Mother lik'd him not, and told me for vis, 

Sir | 
And took me aſide, and thus to me did cry, Sir, 
If ever you marry, Child—mind what I tell ye, 
Marry a Man with a Trade in his Belly. 


A Frenchman came next—whom my Mother did 
ſpit on, | 
Reſolving if I married, ſhould marry a Briton; 
I the Frenchman renounc'd, and bid him good Bye, di, 
My Mother was pleas'd, but ſtill was her Cry, St, 
If ever you marry, Child—mind what I tell ye, 
Marry a Man with a Trade in his Belly, 


A Tradeſman came next, and offer'd his Suit, Sit, 

A very good Hand at a Shoe or a Boot, Sir, 

My Mother lik'd him much—I know tlie Reaſor 
why, Sir, | 


And he is the Man J had long in wy Eye, dir, 


Nor 


Ourted, 
Je fup- 


Ir why, 


r Wir, 


85 
ve, 


er did 


; e 
ye, di, 
5 vip 
yo, 
dir, 


Teaſol 


Now 
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E Now my Mother ſays, Child, pray mind what | 


tell you, . : : 
Marry this Man with a Trade in his Belly. 


or to him I am married, he has made me lu, 


Cloſer, | 


Wo 1 have a Trade as well 23 my Spoule, Sir, 


nd happily we live—as all Couples ſhou'd be, Sir, 
nd in taking our Stitches we mutually agree, dir! 

But I have the Advantage—it's true what I tel! Ye, 
For I have got a CHILD and a Trade in my Belly. 


— : 


SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 


| Sung by Maſter SHEPHERD, at Vaux HALL. 


— 


{0188 barren hills and flow'ry dales, 

= Oe'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 

With merry ſong and jocund tales, 
I've pais'd ſome pleaſant hours. 
ho' wand'ring thus I ne'er could find, 
A gr] like blitheſome Sally, 

Who picks and culls and cries aloud, 

K oweet lilies of the valley. 


* 


4 
2 
iN 


«ae ac 
< 2 * 
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From whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf, 

From neſting of each tree, 

Ichoſe a {»1djer's life to wed, 

o ſocial gay and free; 

Let tho? the laſſes love as well, 
And often try to rally; 

None pleaſes me like her who crics, 

Sweet lilies of the valley, 
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I'm now return'd, (of late diſcharg'd) 
To uſe my native toll, 

From fighting in my country's cauſe, 
To plough my country's ſoil : 

I care not which, with either pleas'd, 
So I poſſeſs my Sally, 


That little merry nymph that cries, 


Sweet lilies of the valley. 
8 O NG. 


STAND to your guns, my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 


Victory ſoon will end the joke; 


Be filent and be ready. 


Ram home the guns, and ſpunge them well, 


Let us be ſure the balls will tell, | 


The cannons roar ſhall ſound their knell, 


Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady— 
Not yet, not yet, not yet, 
Reſerve your fire, 
I ftill defire, 
Not yet, not yet, not yet— Fire! 


Now the elements do rattle, 
The gods amaz'd behold the battle. 
A broadſide, my boys! 
See the blood in purple tide, 
Trickle down her batter'd fide; 
Wing'd with fate the bullets fly, 
Conquer, boys, or bravely die. 
Hur] deſtruct ion on your foes : 
She ſinks, ſhe ſinks, ſhe ſinks, huzza ! 
To the bottom down ſhe goes, 


b _ HUNTING 


W Sung te 
3 Are 
W Sottiſh 
= Was 
In phra 
= How 


Stars q 


BJ 8 tars 
3 Could n 
= Reve 


WRound 


WC haſte ] 
W Whil 
Neptun 


And 
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f. M7 3 
A HUNTING THE HARE, 
. 80NGs of pry ng in ruſtical roundelays, 
ED Form'd in fancy and whiſtl'd on reeds, 
ung to ſolace young nymphs upon holidays, 
Are too unworthy for wonderful deeds, 
W Sottiſh Silenus to Phoebus the ee 
Was ſent by Dame Venus, a ſong to prepare, 
a phraſe nicely coin'd, and verſe quite refin'd, 
= How the ſtates divine hunted the hare. 


Stars quite tir'd with paſtimes Olympical, 
Stars and planets that beautiful ſhone, 

Could no longer endure that men only hall 

= Revel in pleaſures, and they but look on. 
Round about horn'd Lucina they ſwarm'd, 
And quickly inform'd how minded they were, 
Fach god and goddeſs to take human bodies, 

= As Fords in ladies, to follow the hare. 


Caſte Diana applauded the motion, 

And pale Proſerpina ſat down in her place, 

3 2 wy the welkin and govern the ocean, 

While Diana conducted her nephews in chace, 

Ay her example, their father to trample, 

The earth old and ample, they ſoon leave the air; 
Neptune the water, and wine Liber pater, 

And Mars the ſlaughter, to follow the hare, 


W oung god Cupid was mounted on Pegaſus, 
. Borrow'd o' th' Muſes, with kiffes and prayers; 
ern Alcides, upon cloudy Caucaſus, 
Mounted a centaur that proudly him bears. 
The poſtillion of the iky, light-heeF'd fir Mercury, 
W_ Made his ſwift courſer fly fleet as the air; 
File tuneful Apollo the paſtime did follow, 
To hoop and hollow, boys, after the hare. 
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Then 


Drowned Narciſſus, from his metamorphoſis Mul 
Rous d by Echo, new manhood did make; geneat 
Snoring Somnus upſtarted from Cim'ries, And 
Before for a thouſand years he did not wake. ; 
There was lame club-footed Mulciber booted; @ That | 
And Pan, too, promoted on Corydon's mare; = The 
KEolus flouted, with mirth Momus ſhouted, hut fir 
While wiſe Pallas pouted, yet follov'd the har: WM I as 
| The jc 
Grave Hymen uſhers in lady Aftrea, | The 
The humour took hold of Latona the cold; And © 
Ceres the brown too, with bright Cytherea, His 
And Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold: 4 
Shamefac'd Aurora with witty Pandora, At len 
And Maia with Flora, did company bear ; Cry: 
But Juno was {tated too high to be mated, 8 On! | 
Although, fir, ſhe bated not hunting the hare, J : — 
But 100 
Three brown bowls of Olympical nectar, Tha 
The Troy-born boy now preſents on his kn ; And, 
Jove to Apollo carouſes in nectar, Hef 
Apollo to Hermes, and Hermes to me, q 
Wherewith infuſed, T piped and muſed, | 
In language unuſed, their ſports to declare, IM 1 Dc 
Till the vaſt houſe of Jove like the bright ſpheres cid 
move, | 
Here's a health, then, to all that love hunting de 
hare. [YOU 
ay That 
© . Hie call 
| JN low'ring clouds the day was dreſt, 3h 4 
The wintry tempeſt blew, 5 


When Fanny o'er her ſnowy breaſt has 
A fable tippet threw. En 


8 1490 


Then thus ſaid Cupid, Naked I 
E Muſt bear the piercing wind 
E Beneath that tippet let me lie, 

And kindly ſhelter find. 


& That trifling favour ſhall be thine, 
= The pitying maid reply'd ; 

hut firſt that uſeleſs bow reſign, 
And lay thoſe darts aſide. 

The joyful God, with eager haſte, 
| The graceful fair obey'd ; 
And on her ſoft, delicious breaſt, 
His ſhiv'ring limbs he laid. 


hare, 


At length I taſte a joy ſincere, 

E Cry'd out the happy God; 

Oh! let me, living ever here, 
Miaintain this bleſt abode. 

But ſoon he felt more piercing cold 

& Than Cer before he knew; | 

„% And, forc'd to quit his heav'nly hold, 
| He ſtrait to Paphos flew. 


2 „ — 


| 1 DON'T CARE A PIN ABOUT THAT. 


| Tune How do you do?“ 
19 Us | | ER | 
[YOU my lay what you will, yet I tell you quite 
| plain, | | 
That Jockey, tho' ſmart, is a deceitful young ſwain ; 
le call'd me an Angel, his Charmer, his Dove, 

End many fine things ab out beauty and love: 

Fndeed be had got all his ſtory quite pat; 

le has left me] don't care a pin about thats 
Be 8 i . 
Ta: 


. 
He thought, to be ſure, that a ſoſt- ſoothing tale, 


Would over my innocent boſom prevail; 
I own he was pleaſing, was clever and ſmart, 


And had gain'd, I declare, ſome ſmall hold of my 


heart; | 
When he offer'd me rudeneſs, I gave him a pat; 
He was angry, and left me: No matter for that, 


Let him go to his Polly, his Sally, and Sue, 

I never ſhall figh at what falſe lovers do ; 
Some other as handſome, more honeſt and kind, 
Perhaps I may meet, who'll be more to my mind; 
Should he aſk me to marry, I tell you all flat, 

I ſhall ſurely comply—but no matter for that, 


— Ao aa; 


VERSES on a Pair of CANARIES. 


COMPANIONS how charming and tweet! 

| Moſt innocent, pretty and kind! 

Of love you are emblems compleat ; 
Or ſure to that paſſion I'm blind. 

*Tis true that you ſometimes will chide ; 
It's in nature ordam'd ſo above; 

Een mankind ſuch flaws cannot hide; 
They're call'd the renewals of love. 


Were I to be bleſt with a Swain, 
Like you ſhou'd we fidle and bill; 
Of his carols I ne'er cou'd complain, 
If they tuneful each moment did kill. 


Delightful your brood have you rais'd, 
Tho! abſent they're not without friends; 

As you, wou'd I wiſh to be prais'd, 

But here the compariſon ends. 
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THE JOVIAL FELLOW 
Tune. Nancy Dawſon.” 
By ]. Pexnpre. 
[Never before in Print.) 


ECINCE we are met to take a glaſe, 

= Meriily our time let's pais, 

And let each foul toaſt his laſs, 

= Whether Fanny or a Lucy: 

EI friendſhip, love, and mirth combine, 
Woll wet our throats with ſparkling wine, 
nd after riches never pine, | 

But our lives ſhall be — Sans ſouci. 


Now as we all ſurround the bowl, 
et eviry gay and jovial foul 

Drink till he blinks like to an owl, 

Of che fruit hat's rich and juicy; 
och nectar Gods ne'er put to lip, 
o quickly, boys, your glats off tip, 
W's a certain cure for the hip, 

And makes our lives—$ans ſouci. 


one be here that hoards his pelf, 
ad likes no other but himſelt, 

W © exit of that wretched elf, | 
At the Drop may I and you ſee; 
hit Bacchus dota much pleaſure give, 
Wd we from Women Joys receive, 

ay we be envy'd the ways we live, 

And our lives remain—Sans ſouci. 
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Now to my lay III put an end, And 
Let each good fellow toaſt his friend, 475 
And one and all in ſongs contend, PVhet 
In ſtrains of a Tenducci; Men, 
When each wet ſoul has got his load, And 
And ſtaggeis home to his abode, 
May nought his ſpirits incommode, Lt 
But his life remain—Sans ſouci. Sap 
| — 3 ill a 
$ ON G. = 
THE moment Aurora peep'd into my room, And 
I put on my cloaths, and I call'd to my prom: 
And my head heavy flill from the fumes of laſt ni, Wi 
Took a bumper of brandy to fet all things right: CR 
And now we're well ſaddled Fleet, Dapple, : 5 
| G r ey, 2» 1 
Who ſeem'd longing to hear the glad ſound i 
away. | Hi 
Will Whiſtle by this had uncoupled his hound, ac 
Whoſe extacy nothing could keep within bounds: Wl J 
Firſt forward came Jowler, then Scentwel, nd! 
| Snare, | g Y 
Three better ſtaunch harriers ne*er ſtarted a hare; 1 
Then 2 s, then Driver, then Staunch, » Wh 
| t ray, | =... 
All ready to open at hark, hark away. : 2 1 
Twas now by the clock about five in the mon 
And we all gallop'd off to the ſound of the hon; 85 
Jack Gater, Bill Babler, and Dick at the gun, N.: 15 
And by this time the merry Tom Fairplay mad: Us 
. | 


Who, while we were jogging on blithſome and 
Sung a ſong, and the chorus was— Hark, hark 7" 


m, nd cry'd to the horns, my boys Hark, hark away. 
gro 

aft nigh, 7 | | 
right CROWN ME BAC CHUS MIGHTY GOD. 
ple, : 8 


und hi 
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And now Jemmy Lurcher had every buſh beat, 
WA nd no ſigns of madam, nor trace of her feet; 
Ny, we juſt had begun our hard fortunes to curſe, 
When all of a ſudden out ſtarts Mrs. Puls ; 
len, horſes, and dogs all the glad call obey, 
und Echo was heard to cry—Hark, hark away. 


| The chace was a fine one, ſhe took o'er the plain, 

hich ſhe doubled, and doubled, and. doubled 
again; 1 . 

Till at laſt ſhe to cover return'd out of breath, 

EV here | and Will Whiſtle were in at the death; 

ben in triumph for you I the hare did diſplay, 
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Tune—Mr. Dibdin's, ** Crown me, &c. “7 
By Mr. Oarman. 
[Never before in Print.] 


| 5 {+ ACCHIS, thon miphty God of wine, 
1 muſt ſubmit to thee, 

ad I the victory reſign, 

et Love ſhall conquer thee. 

come blooming ! with rolling eye, 
When you puſh round the glaſs, 
i make your heart to heave and figh 
Oh! ſhe's a charming laſs. 


ome let the bowl go cheerful round, 

Good-humour is no crime 

ith mirth T ever will be found, 

Unto the end of Time; 
2 


6154) 


For Time he may with haſty feet, 
Like to a ſhadow pals, 

Then let our joys be quite compleat, 
And toaſt a charming laſs, 


Blythe as the morn, or birds in ſpring, 
My voice T'll raiſe on high, 

A Loyal Subject to the King, 

For Faction I defy : 


Then join, ye comrades great and ſmall, 


And puſh around the glaſs; 
A toaſt from me, if you ſhould call, 
Fil give A Charming Lals. 


THE PERJUR'D FAIR. 
Tune—* I'm a happy Swain,” 
By Mr. OAKMAN. 


Never before in Print.] 


OF broken vows, and perjur'd men, 
The females oft declare, | 
But are not Women tell me pray, 
As often inſincere? 
To Chloe, in my early youth, 
My love I did declare; 
She ſmil'd, and won my eaſy heart, 
Yet ſhe's a perjur'd Fair. 


With her I trac'd the flow'ry lawn, 
Or woodbine ſhaded grove, 

And there I oft the maid embrac'd, 

And ſhe approv'd my love ; 


(- 333-9 
My breaſt was fill'd with honor, truth, 


My love was ſo lincere, 
Yet now with Damon ſhe is ſeen, 
Sure ſhe's a perjur'd Fair. 


Long time I felt the cruel imart, 
= Which love fixt in my breaſt, 
Which time at length has worn away, 
is truth I do proteſt : 
Another Nymph may prove more true, 
So I will not deſpair ; 

To Chloe now 1 bid good-bye, 

W The fickle perjur'd Fair. 


THE COACH-BOX. 


__ 


By. Mr, CoLLiNs. 


WY OU may feaſt your ears with a fife or a drum, 
Dr the cat-gut tickle, or the wire ſtrum, 

ut next to the ſmack of a ſweet girl's lip, 

he muſic for me is the ſmack of a whip. 


With my ding dong, daſh a long, heigh gee ho! 


7 t the ſtateſman's driving the patriot pouts, f 
WP" bile the changes he rings on the ins and the outs, 
Be vcirng every courtier's a miniſter's hack, 

nd that none but the devil's own cattle are ſo black. 
. With my ding dong, &c, 5 


ben the prodigal ſon takes the reins in his hands, 
F nd the go-by gives to his houſes and lands; 
ich black, white, and brown, his career he runs, 
It alack! he's at laſt overtaken by the duns. 
With my ding dong, &c, 


But 


(- £50 -:} 


But let them quarter the road of care, 
While I on the road have a birth to ſpare ; 
If I overtake a friend that is put to the ſhift, 
Overturn me plump, but Ill lend him a lift. 


With my ding dong, &c. 


When a paſſenger e at ten men pack d 

On the top of the roof talk'd of Gammon's act: 

Why, ſays I, Maſter Gammon, may a great man be; WF Wh 
But all you can ſay is but gammon now to me. 


With my ding dong, &c. Ane 

. O the | 

Once to ride in my coach little Teague had a mind, Wh 

But for want of the blunt took the baſket behind; J with 

When the great fear that put Paddy in a bother, Wit 
Was the baſket and the coach running foul of on: 

another. | He tun 

With my ding dong, &c. The 

5 | The fl 

When to filence all his fcruples at once, Cha 

He was pitch'd in the boot to ſecure his ſconce; While 

Now, ſays he, puſh away, I'll complain no more, | Bety 

Since I'm firſt at laft, tho” behind before. I envy 


With my ding dong, &c. 


But whether before or behind we are ſtow'd, 
When in life we are over the upland road, 
May the vale of years then the proſpect crowl, 
And the journey end in a ſafe ſet down. 
With my ding dong, &c. 


1 
3 . 


3 wain come o'er the hill ; 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me, 
I met him with good will. 


E TTOW blythe was J each morn to ſee 
3 H My & 


+. MW [ neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
abe; When his flocks ne'er me lay ; 
<= He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day. 
O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
vind, BR Where loſt was my repoſe : 
ind; l wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
is Wich his pipe and my ewes. 
of on: | 
He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
Te birds ſtood liſt ning by; 
he fleecy ſheep ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
= Charm'd with his melody: 
Þ ile thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
ore, WT Betwixt our flocks and play, 
| envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
1 Tho' e'er ſo rich and gay. 
5 O the broom, &. 
e did oblige me ev'ry hour: 
in, Could I but faithful be? 
ie ſtole my heart; Could I refuſe 
Whate' er he aſk'd of me? 
ard fate! that I muſt baniſn'd be, 
4 | Gang heavily and mourn, 
WP ccauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
90e | | That ever yet was born. 8 


0 the broom, &c. 
THE 


(188) 
THE POOR BLIND BEGGAR Boy, 
© By Mr. Csoss. 15 


EAR the jaws of a priſon, in whoſe diſmal gloom R 
Diſeaſe fat by Penury's ſide, 2 W Baniſ 
And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, To t 
A child of diftreſs ſadly figh'd: With 
Down his wan cheek {lowly trickled the tear, And: 
Bereft was his boſom of joy, 
And, alas! T am driven almoſt to deſpair, 
Cry'd the poor little blind beggar boy. 
My father, whoſe labour provided each meal, | S 
And to poverty oft gave relief, [SURE 
In theſe walls are confin'd, by hearts harder thn in 
ſteel, | | 80 arm 
* And my mother's been murder*'d by grief: = As] 
The infant companions, who oft were my guide, In her 
No longer their friendſhip employ, Ever 
And the miſery light hearted pleaſure deride— MWAnd f. 
Of the poor little blind beggar boy. | Whi 
© The debt which, alas! a falſe friend made me ohe, 
* Robb'd my parents of Liberty's ſweets ; jt 
Each moment he breathes is imbitter'd with woe, 
And nought but misfortune he meets: 
© Each flender refreſhment's from Charity's ſtore, 
Or Famine his ſpan wou'd deſtroy, 4 VHE 
And alas! that kind hand which reliev'd is no more, WM \ 
Cry'd the poor little blind beggar boy. old m. 
Thus mournful he pleaded, when, ſudden as thougi, WW bl; 
id bis tale near depriv'd him of breath, I ull tu. 
That his father was gone, and ſpirit had ſought AW But h 
For peace in the boſom of Death: = 
He ruſh'd (for affection each ſenſe did inſpire) 


U ney 
To his cell, every means to employ ln 
To revive him; then claſping the corple of his fire, 


Died the poor little blind beggar boy. 
poor little blind begga UGH 


29 
LAUGHING GLE E. 


Sung at VAUXHALL. 


CL the goblet high with wane, 
Round our temples flow*rs entwine. 

W Baniſh care, and baniſh ſorrow : 

To the gods belong to-morrow. 

With grateful homage crown this day, 

And fing and laugh the night away. 


)0N1 


= —  —— — —  _ — 
„ 
Sung by Mr, Quick, in the Woo DpMAN. 


EQURELY a woman's a powerful creature, 

Ins ev'ry ſtage of her life, 

So arm'd at all points by dame Nature, 

= As Maiden—Miſs—Wi {owe or Wife: 

Ia her bloom, ev'ry glance the ſhoots thro' you 3 
Ever after her larum's well ſtrung; 

And ſrre is that force to ſubdue you, 

Which ſhifts from the eye to the tongue! 


than 


. . 


. 
I NEVER WILL BE MARRIED. 


Wy HEN I had ſcarcely told ſixteen, 
1 My flatt'ring tell-tale glaſs 
* old me there ſeldom could * leen 
A blyther, bonnier laſs. 

E Full twenty lovers round me bow'd, 


bt hut high my head I carried, 

> And with a ſcornful air I vow'd 

) 1 never. wou'd be married. EL 
| | X Young 

his ſue, 


(1 


Young Harry warmly urg'd his. ſuit, 
And talk'd of wealth in ſtore, 
While Jemmy thought to ſtrike me mute, 
And told his conqueſts o'er. 
Each youth a difffrent art effay'd, 
And ftill their arts I parried; 
Believe me, Sirs, I laughing ſaid, 
1 never will be married. 


Then five revolving ſummers paſt, 
While I the tyrant play'd, 
Ah! then J fear'd *twould be at laft, 
My fate to die a maid. 
Of all the lovers in my train, 
There was but one that tarried, 
I thought *twas time to change my ſtrain; 
And we this morn were married. 


SONGS in the Ortra of the PIRATES, 
Altador —- Mr. KELLY. 


SOME device my aim to cover, 
Deign kind Fortune to fuggeſt. 

Shall I boldly own J love her? 
No—My firſt deſign is ſurely beſt, 

Yet a wily foe engage; | 
Caution is the ſhield of age. 

Hence, vain fears, my heart diſgracing ; 
Love, on the aſſurance placing. 


From thy glorious cauſe ne'er ſwerving, 
Thou ſhalt every doubt repreſs, 

Fortune's ſmiles the bold deſerving, 
Confidence enſures ſucceſs. 
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Blazio—Mr, PaxNisTER, Jun. 


OH. the pretty creature, 

When next I chance to meet her, 
No more for an ais 
Shall Blazio paſs, 

But gallantly will T treat her 

| Oh, the pretty, pretty creature. 


But then her wicked charming eyes, 

Where e'er they roll flaſh ſuch ſurprize, 

E 1 like an awkward filly clown, 

When ſhe looks up, muſt needs look down— 
Oh, the pretty, pretty creature, &c. 


I'll boldly dare her fearful charms, 

March up and claip her in my arms; 
Deipair gives courage oft to men, 

And ſhould ſhe ſmile, why then why then 
Ou, the pretty, pretty creature, &c. 


— —— . ¶ —ũ 
THE DESPONDING NEGRO, 
By Mr. CoLLINS. 


ON Afric's wide plains where the lion now roaring 
|F Vith freedom ſtalks forth the vaſt defert explo- 
ring, | 

Vas dragg'd from my hut and chain'd as a ſlave, 
In a dark floating dungeon upon the ſalt wave. 

Spare a halfpenny to a poor negro, 
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W 0s d on the wild main, I all wildly deſpairing 
ut my chains, ruſh'd on deck with mine eyeballs 


wide glaring, 
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When the lightning's dread blaſt ſtruck the inlet; 9; 
day | 
And its glorious bright beams ſhut for ever away, 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


The deſpoiler of man then his proſpect thus loſing, 

Of gain by my ſale, not a blind bargain chooſing, 

As my value, compar'd with my keeping, was light, 

Had me daſh'd overboard in the dead of the night, 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


And but for a bk to Britannia's coaſt bound then, 
All my cares by that plunge in the deep had beet 
drown'd then, 


But by moonlight deſcry'd, I was ſnatch'd from . 


wave, 
And reluctantly robb'd. of a watery grave. 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


How diſaſtrous my fate, freedom's ground I trexl Wi 0⁰ 
now I 
Torn from home, wife and children, and wand'ring 
for bread now, 
While ſeas roll between us which ne*er can be croſs, 


And hope's diſtant glimm'rings in darkneſs are lol d 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 
WA oainſ 
But of minds foul and fair, when the judge ard tit My fat 
| onderer W know 
Shall reſtore light and reſt to the blind and the yr 
derer, 


The European's deep die may outrival the ſloe, 
And the ſoul of an E hiop prove white as ſnow. 
5 Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


SONG 


R 
SONGS IN HARTFORD-BRIDGE, 
Clara—Mrs. CLENDILLON. 


MIDST the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 


EI will not forget my true object of love! 


ing, At parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter : 
{ol left him but yet this heart never {hall rove! 
At, þ Je bade me farewell ! and my fancy repeated 


His tender expreſſions for many a day: 

Nad I think, were I now, unperceiv'd, near him 

3 ſeated, | 

F W lips I ſhould ſtill hear the ſoft homage 
ray! 


Suſan - Mrs. HARLOW E. 


Ox night, while round the fire we fat, 
And ſtalk'd of ghoſts, and ſuch like chat, 

A ſtranger, who had loſt his road — 

Till day ſhould break —implor'd abode: 
ck-horſes— twas his lot to guide along 

Whoſe bells the trav'ller cheer with ding, ding, 
dong! 


gainſt diſtreſs—tho' we were poor 

Y father never ſhut his door. x 
know not how—but from that day— 

o' form'd by Nature briſk and gay— 

Ft vithin my beating breaſt a tingling— 

Pene er the lively pack-horſe bells went jingling ! 


hen firſt he wander'd to our nook, 
$ COUrle, it leems, he had miſtook ; - 
| | Now, 
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Now, twice a week he comes that way, 
But never tells us—he's aſtray; 

And, in his ſong, my name J hear him mingling, 2 
Each time his paſſing pack-horſe bells go jingling, And 


* 
1.4 
1 
x 


Fieldair—Mr. IncLEDonN. 


O With my deareſt Clara bleſt— 

This moon light heath I'd fondly rove! 
And, evermore, the path ſhe preſt, 

Should be review'd with grateful love ! 


The ſweeteſt virtues ſtore her mind, 

To pleate, to animate, to warm ; 
Truth, Pity, Tenderneſs refin'd, 

Her beauty forms her humbleſt charm. 


Yet angels, viſiting this ſphere, 
To prove they were of heav'nly race, 
And make the u ond' ring world revere, 
Wou'd wear the likeneſs of her face! 


Sir Gregory—Mr. Quicx. | ud J- 
GIRLS ſhy appear, | Seen pr 
hen men firſt leer; I thor 


And ſteal aſide, 

As if t> hide! 
Eut daring grown, 

As things get known, 
They giggle, fimper, 
Niggle and whimper; 
And try to lure where- ever they go, 
The Squire, the Jockey, the Rake, the Beau. 


4 


The 


185) 


The young, and the old-ones, 
The timid, and bold ones; 
Yea, with the grave Parſon, 
They carry the farce on— 


And all are ſuar'd in a row. f 
Of Balls the pride, 
Thus Miſs I've ey'd, 
The Minuet pace, 
With bluſhing face. 
But, ere the night 
Had taken flight, 
I've ſeen her ramping, 
= Tearing—tramping: 
Along the room, in a Country-dance : 
Now figuring in with bold advance; 
= Here ſetti g and leering, 
= There croſſing and fleering ; 
And when that's completed, 
hefore ſhe'll be ſeated, 
a mad Scotch- reel ſhe muſt prance ? 
F Peregrine Foreſter—Mr. Mu x DEN. 
E'THRO” France, thro' all the German regions, 
l've rang'd, rare objects to diſcover ; 
Wocen pretty women in ſuch legions, 
I thought myſelf return'd to Dover: 
N Briſk muſic made me gay, 
E And lively all the way ; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him—who loves the hey down derry. 
: he Spaniſh Belle I've ſerenaded ; 
And many a night, with the guitar, 


Beneath 


6188) 


Beneath the lattice grate paraded: 
Nou tinkle, tinkle; then jar, jar. 
"Twas muſic made me gay &c. &c. &c: 


The Fair of Italy to capture, 
A diff' rent ſtyle the men invent-o: 
To her the Canzonet gives rapture, 
„Nel cor piu non mi ſento.“ 
Such muſic has its day — 
But is not in my way 
Vet no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry. 


Round would the girls of Ruſſia chatter 


And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure; 


Their Cymbals ſounded clitter clatter— 
And they trip in ſprightly meaſure, 
Sweet muſic made me gay— 
And joyous all the way; 
For no tune's dull that once was merry, 


With him who love the hey down derry. 


— 


Fieldair— Mr. IN CLE DON. 


« The Heaving of the Lead.” 


OR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 


Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, — 
And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd ; 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the Pilot cheerly iung, 

« By the Deep Nix E.“ 


4 % 


And, bearing up, — to gain the port, | 
Some well-known object kept in view; 
An Abbey tow'r, an Harbour fort, 

Or Beacon, to the veſſel true: | 
While oft the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the Pilot cheerly ſung, . 

« By the Mark—SEven.” 


And, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, — 
With tranſport we beheld the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof : 
The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful Pilot ſung, 
Quarter-leſs— FIVE.“ 


— 


FIELDAIR AND OFFICERS. 


| FRE you © Paſs” you ſhall aid us to- drink down 
| | the Moon ; 
vince in Water alone ſhe is known to delight; 
And we'll drink up the Sun ;—tor the Grape is his 
| boon, | | 
Which he ripens by day to inſpire us at night, 


WISE in TIME. 
Tune —“ Bagſho'. Heath Camp,” 
By Mr. FowLER. 


0 Lord, what a knave muſt he be, 


ho knows nor to reaſon or ſpell, 
Yet talks of ſtate matters, dy'e ſee, 


And, And pretends we are going to H. II! 
þ 


Forgetting 


( 168 ) 


Forgetting we've plenty and peace, 
A good Conſtitution and King; 
Let him whom ſuch bleſſings diſpleaſe, 
A la lanterne at Paris ſoon ſwing ! 
GE for ie, Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Good lack! what a ſimpleton s HE, 
Who has beauty and riches in ſtore, 


To marry a poor Debauchee, | 900! 
And then her ſad fortune deplore! [A 
But odious much more muſt ſhe prove, | Vat: 
Should ſhe virtue and honor deſpiſe, 1 4 
And although a Counteſs ſne move, And 
She'd better be cry ing hot pies. Re 
|  .- Tolol, Ke. 

| Th 
Alas! what a fool is that elf, ; 
Who ſquanders his guineas at play, | But 
And deſperate in 1220 of more pelf, EN 

Adventures upon the highway : Tn F 
No more can he face nis true friends, 1 5 
Or enjoy the ſweet ſmile of Content, p - 
But his lie at Tyburn- tree ends, 5 
When oh! 'tis too late to repent. bh: 
Tol lol, &c. of 1 
Ads-bobs ! lets be wiſe while we may, 2975 


Take warning from other folks harms, 
Then pleaſure, not pain, will each day 
Succeed to all idle alarms: 
For my part I faction deſpiſe, | 
E'er cheerful will drink, laugh, and ſing; 
Let one and all loyally riſe, 
And cry aloud, God fave the King! _ 
| Tol lol de rol, & 


A New 


Ke. 


rol, &. 
A No 


„„ 
A Nzw CONSTITUTIONAL SONG. 


Tune“ Vicar of Bray.“ 


WHEN Britain firſt her fair domain 

To Brunſwick's line had granted; 
| Soon Diſcord ſpread her horrid train, 
| And none but Stuarts wanted; 

But rightful George maintain'd his crown 
Againſt ſuch foul Pretenders, | 
| And by his conquering arms put down 

Rebellion's proud Defenders. | 


CHORUS. 

Then ev'ry loyal heart will join 
Againſt a Revolution ; 

But drink and ſing © God ſave the King, 
And happy conſtitution.”” 


In Forty-five, again they ſtrove, 
Poor Charley to reſtore, fir! 
ut then ſucceſs again did prove, 
No better than before, fir ! 
| Great William did the hoſt command 
Of Britain's valiant ſons, fir ! 
And by his ſword the daſtard band 
Were totally undone, fir ! 
| Then, &c, 
To Gallic perfidy we owe 
The loſs of vaſt dominions, 
And ſhall we now, by treachery, ſlow 
We follow their opinion ? | 
0, let us as one heart combine, 
With honeſt indignation, 
o fruſtrate every dark deſign 
Againſt the Crown and Nation. 


'Then, &c. 


©: Y 
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While ocean bounds the Britiſh iſles, 
And we're by George defended, 
Fair Freedom ever on us ſmiles, 
And honeſt hearts are blended ; 
May Navy and the Army too, 
Unite to guard our ſhores, ſir! 
Then happineſs we have in view, 
Till time ſhall be no more, fir. 


With loud huzzas to George's name, 
Let every member riſe, fir! 
And he who dares refuſe the ſame, 
We ever more deſpite, fr! | 
Here's George the Third! and long my he 
With England's ſceptre rule us; | 
Nor France or her equality, 


Adopted be to fool us. 


Tue AFFECTIONATE SOLDIER, 


*T WAS in the evening of a wint'ry day, 
When fafe returning from a long campaign; 

Allen, o'ertoil'd, and weary with the way, 

Came home to ſee his Sally once again 


His batter'd arms he careleſly threw down, 
And view'd his Sally with enraptur'd eyes; 
But ſhe receiv*d him with a modeſt frown, 
She knew not Allen in his rough diſguiſe. 


His hair was knotted, and his beard unſhorn, 
His tatter'd *coutrements about him hung ; 

A tear of pleaſure did his cheeks adorn, 

And bleſſings fell in torrents from his tongue: 


Then, &, 


Then, &c. 
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Ah! v 


Vhen tl 
| She ra 
All pale 

He ki 


Jes, my 
Reduce 
Thou art 


My lo 


in 


\m I fo alter'd with this cruel trade, 

That you your faithful Allen have forgot ? 
Dr has your heart unto ſome other ſtray d? 
| Ah! why did I eſcape the murdering ſhot ! 


Vhen this he ſpake, her wonted colour fled, 
| She ran and ſank upon her Allen's breaſt; 

All pale, awhile ſhe look'd like one that's dead, 
& he kit, he breath'd, and all her love conteſt. 
les, my delight, tho" a'ter'd as thou art, 

Reduc'd by honeſt courage to this ſtate, 
Thou art the golden treaſure of my heart, 

My long-loſt huſband, and my wiſh*d-for mate. 


. — Ä—ꝛ rre— 


Kc. S ON G.— By Mr. MackLin. 


O you who dare act as fair Freedom directs, 
Whoſe wiſdom the ways of baſe Rulers detects, 

(tend to my doctrine, — tis not very new,— 
ut yet it is uſeful, —and then tis ſo true. — 

No Stateſman could ever yet mend it, 

Advice to young Ireland's intended, — 

Old England, I'm fure, will commend it,— 

The ſubje&t's—their joint Liberty. 


Ere God from rude Chaos bade all creatures be,— 
His law to himſelf was“ Mankind ſhall be Free!“ 
This bleſſing he gave us as man's ſocial teſt, — 
Who rules to preferve it—ſhall bleſs and be bleſt; 
But he, who ſhall dare to invade it, 
Or baſely has ſold or betray'd it,— 
Like Cain, ſhall be mark'd and degraded 


le. For ever — from ſweet Liberty. 


am} Ierne, 


N 


Ierne, beware of Venality's plan! | 
By bribing ſhe means to ſteal freedom from man; | OVE, | 


The creatures of tyranny laid the deſign; — That 
Can you lay, Ierne, they are true friends of mine ave pro 

Oh! no l- by their paſt proſtitution, — To bru 

And Policy's mad perſecution, - 

They poiſon'd your ſound Conſtitution, Put fee t. 

And fetter'd your dear Liberty. | * we 

| pignhted 1 
Wherever you meet with theſe worſt of all men, The ha 
Beware of their friendſhip, their tongue, and thei 
pen ; i 

Their logic's fallacious.—deceit their heart's core; MW:buling, 
Corruption perſpires from every pore ! 

Corruption breeds factious vexations,— , —_ 
Corruption votes flaviſh taxations, — | Thet 
Corruption has ruin*d all nations, — 12 oy 
Tis the bane of man's dear Liberty. Aud 


Britannia, your heart, with Terne's well mixt, 
To Time's lateſt moment your fates would be fixt;— 
As ſiſters, your trade ſhould be mutually free; — 
Monopoly ne'er can with brethren agree. 
Monopoly is born a knave, fir, — 


His nature makes freemen his ſlaves, fir, — Pa 
But juſtice expels him, — and craves, fir, PC 
A ſiſter's fair, joint Liberty. —_ 
As fiſters, reflect now ;—let Truth ſtate our cauſe ,- WI I hu: 
It ſtands midſt the plaineft of all Heaven's laws; — 
By this, then, —let Engliſh our Triſh hearts try; Helbouſy 
We'll do by Britannia, as we'd be done by; Shall 
Her foes ſhall ſtill feel our refiftance,— Cer ay 
We'll join in eternal -afhftance Will 


To fave the whole Empire*s exiſtence, — 


Or, die with her dear Liberty. AIRS 


1 
AIRS FROM THE PIRATES. 


Aurora—Mrs. Crxoucu. 


OVE, like the opening flower, 
That courts the morning dew, 

we promiſe every hour 

To bring new charms to view. 


| 


Put ſee the fatal ſtorm 

Of tyrant power ariſe! 
lighted its beauteous form, 
The hapleſs flow' ret dies. 


— 


— —— * 


abulina, Marietta, &c.— Signora STORACE ard 
Miſs Du Canz. 
ET mirth and joy appear, 
Their jocund tale to tell ! 
harming the liſt'ning ear 

And drown the envious bell. 


. 


Altador— Mr. KELLY. 


MEMORY repeating, 
HPaſt joys to ſoothe my ſoul; 
Hope points where pleaſures greeting 
In bright ſucceſſion roll. 
Nerenge, content defeating, 
I ſhun thy dire controul. 


Jealouſy no longer heeding, 
ball! her fatal wiles obey; 
cer again my bliſs impeding, 
Will I own Sufpicion's ſway. 


AIRS 


. * — 
rn * 


Oppoſition their arms will ſoon throw to the ground, 


LOVE 


2 


Her conſtancy my ſoul tranſporting, 
With joys too vaſt to be expreſs'd ; 
See fav'ring Love my prefence courting, 

I come, I haſten to be bleſs'd. 


— 


THE FEMALE VOLUNTEER. 
By Mr. OAK MAN. 


Never before in Print.] 


SINCE Confulion, it ſeems, pas her banner unfurbo, 


And Faction all order defies, 
Ye Females come forth and aſtoniſh the world, 
And the mean arts of wretches diſpiſe: 
The free rights of Females aſſert while we can, 
And hold in the cauſe let's appear, 
To curb the intentions of arrogant man, 
And enter a tree VOLUNTEER. 


Shall our charters and laws, which for ages have 
ws ſtood | i 
The wonder and joy of mankind, 


Our wide fields of pleaſure now deluge with blood, 


And with fa!l:cy ſhackle the mind? 
Forbid it ye fair, —like the amazon race, 
In defence of the land let's appear; 
Each author of faction ſhall fly with diſgrace, 
While you enter a free VOLUNTEER. 


When the ſtandard of beauty appears in the field, 
And the trumpet: ſhriil ſounds, with alarms, 
Not one of the toes but will inſtantly yield, 
When the Females he finds are in arms; 
Then boldly advance, where contention is found, 
hgelieve me, ye' ve nothing to fear; 


* 


At the fight of each ſhe VoLUNT EEK. 


bl 


F 
LOVE WAS ONCE. 


Sung at the AyoLLo GARDE Ns. 


[ OVE was once a harmleſs child; 
/ Sweet careſſes charm'd his heart: 
Now by wealth and pow'r beguil'd, 


I have lov'd with pureſt truth; 
But T-vainly ſought his aid: 

He ſmiles but on the wealthy youth; 
He only hears the ſplendid maid. 


rd, 


Oh, happy days, when Love was kind, 
Then Heav'n had giv'n her to my arms; 
And gold had ne'er defil'd a mind, 
By nature matchleſs as her charms. 


ä 


ha. As 


DATE OBOLUM BELLISARIO. 
By Mr. CoLL1ns. 


O. Fortune, how ſtrangely thy gifts are awarded, 
How much to thy caprice is recorded, 
As the wile, great, and good, of thy frowns ſeldom 
'ſcape any, 
Witneſs brave Belliſarius, who begg'd for a halt- 
penny. | 3 
Date Obolum, Date Obolum, Date Obolum, 
Belliſario. | 


field, 


nd, 
He, whoſe fame from his valour and vict'ries aroſe, 
round, tir; 
Of his country the ſhield, and the ſcourge of her 
LOVE foes, fir; 


All his artleſs joys depart. - | & 
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The vet'ran ſurvey'd, with a heart-rending ſigh, fir; 


——— ee ee —— 
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By his poor faithful dog, blind and aged, was led, fir, 
With one foot in the grave, thus to beg for his 
bread, fir. | 


Date Obolum, &c, wh 
When a young Roman knight, in the ſtreet paſſing « 
by, fir, 

And a purſe in his helmet he dropp'd with a tear, fir, 
While the ſoldier's fad tale thus attracted h's ear, fir. 


Date Obolum, &c, 1 


«| 


& T have fought, I have bled, I have conquer'd for 0 
Rome, fir; 4 
& J have crown'd her with laurels, which for ages 
will bloom, fir; 
« T've enrich'd her with wealth, ſwell'd her pride 


| and her pow'r, fir ; * $0 
« T eſpous'd her for life, and diſgrace is my dow r, fir In 
| Date Obolum, &c, 
HED *-At 
Vet blood I ne'er wantonly waited at random, 
<« Lofing thouſands their lives with a nil deſperandum; « An 


« But each conqueſt I gain'd, I made friend and 
foe know, | 
That my ſoul's only aim was pro publico bono. 
Date Obolum, &. 


«© no colonies loſt by attempts to enſlave them; 

of Romans free rights never ſtrove to bereai? 
them 3 | 

« Nor, to bow down their necks to the yoke, for n 

| pleaſure, | 

« Have an empire diſmember'd, or ſquander's 


treaſure. 
Date Obolum, # 
100 Not 
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ſir, 
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&c. 
iſſing 
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r, ir, 
7 &c. 


d for 
Ir ages 
pride 
'r, fir, 
m, &c. 
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« Nor yet for my friends, for my kindred, or ſelf, fir, 


„Has my glory been ſtain'd by the baſe views of 


pelf, ſir; 
« For ſuch ſordid defigns, I've ſo far been from 
carving, 
„Old and blind, I've no choice but of begging or 
ſtarving. 
Date Obolum, &c. 


« Now, if ſoldier or ſtateſman, of what age or nation, 

He hereafter may be, ſhou'd hear this relation; 

And of eye- ſight bereft, ſhou'd like me grope his 
way, fr, 

„The bright ſun-beams of virtue will turn night 
to day, fir. | 

| Date Obolum, &. 
8 ] to diſtreſs and to darkneſs inur'd, ſir, 


© In this vile cruſt of clay when no longer immur'd, 
ſir, 


* At Death's welcome ſtroke, my bright courſe ſhall 
begin, fir, | 

And enjoy endleſs day from ſun-ſhine within, fir.” 

Date Obolum, &c. 


CONTENT AND A cor. 


By J. PowELL. 
[Never before in Print.] 


THO' Fortune has ne'er deign'd to ſmile on my lot, 
Nor bleſs with preferment my lowly eftate ; 

Yet Peace and Content you'll find in my Cot, 
Which ſeldom you'll meet with the rich and the 
great. CE | 
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At morning I riſe, my work to purſue, U 

With a heart that's both unclouded and light, * 
Whilſt at eve my Laura and lov'd babes renew 
The ſweet tranſports that crown ev'ry night. 


Yet 
O how the dear prattlers climb on my knee, KkKeco 
Whilſt they kiſs I envy no man his lot; 
Convinc'd that on earth you ſeldom can ſee | 
Such joys as are found in Content and Cot, w_— 
| | | 
| WE L S H 8 ON G. 1 
By Mr. Oakrman. : 
| [Never before in Print. ] | 
T ſplutter o'nails, 3 
| Hur was come from North Wales, : 
| To try her coot fortune in Lonton ; 3 TRE 
But ah ! hur poor heart; And t 
'Hur fears, for hur part, Miſs 


That for ever, alas! hur is undone. 
Tol de rol, &c, 
F or as hur was coing 
With Shenkin and Owen, | 
On Shaint Tavid's good day, thro? the Strand, fir, 
IT ſweet Winifred met, 
Put hur all in a fweat, 
Hur ſcarcely was able to ſtand, fir. 
Tol de rol, &c, 
When hur look'd in hur face, 
[| There was every crace, 
And hur eyes like to ſtars were ſo pright, ſir; 
Hur muſt own and declare, 
Hur did nothing but ſtare, 


Come lofers, and pity hur plight, fir. 
X ; FE F * Tol de rol, Pow 
ur 


n 
Hur once was as cay 
As the pirts in the May, 
But now hur ſays nothing but Heigh day's $ 
Yet ſweet Winifred Shones 
Records not hur moans, 
For hur is as crand as a Lady. 


| Tol de rol, &c. 
Oh! what ſhall hur do, 
Hur ſweet Winny to woo ? 
Hur'll ſend bur ſweet lillies and roſes; ; 
As to timonds and rings, 
And other crand things, 
Hur cannot do that hur ſuppoſes. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
If he will not comply, x4 
Hur fears hur ſhall die, 
[ leis that another hur meets, Gr; | 
More kind, and as fair, 
And then 7 declare, 
Miſs Winny with ſcorn har will treat, fir. 


5 Tol de rol, &c. 


1, fir, 8 O N G, | 
Sung in the Opera of NEW SPAIN. 

WHAT boots it where thy ſoldier lies? 
Fond regret is folly; 


O'er the files why ſtray thine eyes, 
Weeping: widow'd Polly * 


On the belle thy Henry fell, 

I may fail to-morrow ; 

5 death becomes a ſoldier well, 
Mourner, check thy ſorrow. 


Ere 


( 180 ) 


Ere night her ſorrows ſunk to reſt, 
Pale grew the roſe of beauty; 
And cold the hand her ſoldier preſt, 


When call'd at dawn on duty. 


SONG. 
By Mr. OAx MAN. 
[Never before in Print.] 


THERE was a maiden in our town, 
With eyes as black as ſloes; 
Her hair it was a cheſnut brown, 
Her cheeks like any roſe ; 
But then I wiſt, 
She'd not be kiſs'd, 
To ſtruggle was her way ; 
And then ſhe'd cry, 
Begone— ſtand by, 
Add-rot ye—what d'ye fay ? 


There was a ſhepherd in the place, 
And Roger was his name, 
Reſolv'd to win her in any caſe, 
So he a wooing came; 
He ſnatch'd a kits, 
She frown'd at this, 
And puſh'd him ſoon away ; 
With pray ger out, 
You ſaucy lout, 


Add-rot ye—what d'ye ſay. 


But 


c 181) 


But Roger did not care a pin, 
Nor heeded what ſhe ſaid, 
So boldly kiſs'd her again and again, 
And all his ſkill diſplay'd ; 
He hugg'd her tight, 
With all his might, 
She could not get away; 
Tho? ſtill ſhe try'd, 
And frown'd and cry'd, 
Add-rot ye—what d'ye ſay ? 


The ſtouteſt foe muſt ſometimes yield, 
And ſo it happen'd now; 
For Roger fairly won the field, 
You'll know the reaſon how ; 
They're wed I wiſt. 
And now ſhe's kiſs'd 
By Roger night and day ; 
Yet words ariſe, 
And then he cries, 
Add-rot ye—what d'ye ſay ? 


— — 


. —7«ĩ30bñ — 
E 

E ſocial lads of wit and humour, 

In friendſhip join to ſmoak and quaff, 


And pray what can we ſay or do more, 
The time to kill, than joke and laugh? 


From Saturn's name this night is brought, ſir, 
He was a dull and heavy calf; 

With mirth his features will diſtort, ſir, 
And kill the God with joke and laugh. 


— 


If one night kill'd. fix nights reſtore him, 
But he muſt paſs the Stygian lake; 3 
| Hybernia's 


| 
f 
| 


1 


Hybernia's faſhion, we'll deplore him, 
And every week will have a wake. 


All dull and ſtupid ſtuff will vex us, 
Let no ſuch genius here. provoke ; 
No heavy ſentence ſhall perplex us, 
For now we mean to laugh and joke, 


Let no ill-natur'd thin g3 tranſpire, 


Good temper better 3s by half; 
If ſocial virtues you admire, 
Dor” t hurt your friend to make a laug h. 


To you this little hint I've given, 
For ſometimes Nature will revoke; 

But if from candour you are driven, 
You can't enjoy a laugh or Joke. 


So now, my lads, in friendſhip joining, 
The God of Mirth let us invoke ; 
With all his deities combining, 
To turniſh us with laugh and joke. 


SONG. 
Sung in MiDAs. 
LOVELY nymph, aſſwage my anguiſh, 
At your feet a tender t iwaing 


Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad that courts 
You, he not long need ſue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, 


Lou ſearee will meet his like again. 


SONG. 


NG. 


E 
. 


LET Drunkards boaſt the pow'r of wine, 


And reel from fide to fide 
Let lovers kneel at Beauty's ſhrine, 
The ſport of female pride: 
Be ours the more exalted part, 
To celebrate the Maſon's Art, 
And ſpread its praiſes wide. 


To dens and thickets, dark and rude, 
For ſhelter beaſts repair; | 

With ſticks and ſtraws the feather*d broo 
Suſpend their neſts in air: 

And man untaught, as wild as theſe, 

Binds up ſad huts with boughs of trees, 
And feeds on wretched fare. 


But Science dawning in his mind; 
The quarry he explores; 

Induſtry and the Arts combin'd, 
Improv'd all Nature's ftores : | 
Thus walls were built, and houſes rear'd, 
No ſtorms nor tempeſts now are fear'd 

Within his well fram'd doors. 


When ſtately palaces ariſe, 
When columns grace the hall, 

When tow'rs and ſpires ſalute the ſkies, 
We owe to Maſons all : 

Nor buildings only do they give, 

But teach men how within to live, 
And yield to Reaſon's call. 


All party quarrels they deteſt, 
For Virtue and the aſt 5, 
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1840 
Lodg'd in each true Free-Maſon's breaſt, 
Unite and rule their hearts: 


By theſe, while Maſons ſquare their minds, 


The ſtate no better {ubjects find, 
None act more upright parts. 


Our leathern aprons may compare 
With garters red or blue; | 

Princes and Kings our brothers are ; 
May they our rules purſue : 

Then drink ſucceſs and health to all 

The craft around this earthly ball, 
May brethren {ſtill prove true. 


— COPIES — 


A HUNTING SONG. 


5 HARK away! hark away! _ 
We'll chace the fleet hare by the dawn; 


We're up, my brave lads, before day, 
Our ſport will be over ere morn. 


Pale Echo, who ſilent has been, 
No longer in ſlumbers ſhall lie; 
But awak'd by our dogs on the green, 
From hills to the vallies reply. 


The hare is put up, my brave ſouls, 
Lo! yonder ſhe bruſhes the glade ; 

See Pompey, how fleetly he bowls, 
Poor puſs is moſt ſadly afraid. 


She turns and ſhe doubles in vain, 

And, hoic! ſhe now loſes breath; 
Huzza! he is flat on the plain, 

We'll revel, my boys, o'er her death ! 


(185 
8 N. 


gINCE loſt to peace of mind ſerene, 
drag ny chain in fruitleſs hope, 

Il court each melancholy ſcene, 

And give niy forrows their full ſcope. 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant tar, 
Who ſports with fierce, deitructive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er thou art, 
Think of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


Secure thy dancing e iſtle rides 
Upon the bolom of the "ys 
The ſtormy wind and wave abides, 
And navigation bids thee fleep ; 
But balmy fleep and downy reſt 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
When jealous fears like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, and winds and waves, 
More dreadful to the love-toſs'd mind, 

Than thoſe the ſkilful ſeaman braves, 
Who leaves pale care and grief behind. 

Th' adventurous maid embark'd like me, 

That ſails on ſuch a troubled ſea, 

The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 

And in his depths ſeek a retreat. 


Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 

Let reaſon whiſper to thy fears; 
My failor may return again, 

Crown'd with ſucceſs, to dry my tears!) 

en Fame, with all her gaudy charms, 

Shall yield him tomy lon ging arms, 
And one bleſs?d hour together blend 
Tue lover, hero, huſband, friend. 


Aaz Brit anni; 


ON. 


C100 } 


Britannia, hail ! thou mighty queen; 
The ſtrength, the power, the ſeas are thine} 
Long may thy pow'r on juſtice lean, 
To be preſerv'd, they muſt combine: 
To courage ſingly ne'er reſort, 
For virtue is thy true ſupport; 
»Tis that alone can ſtrength maintain: 
Be virtuous, and for ever reign. 


| | My 
I ſpe 
SATURDAY. TO 
THIS evening we meet for ſociety's ſake, Beto 
Our minds to relax, and a tankard to take; 1. 
If ſubſcribers to this will attend to my verſe, Why 
The rules we muſt keep to I mean to rehearſe. , O1 
ut 
| IMPRIMIS. W 
A ſixpence and penny we all mean to ſpend, Ther 
'The teſter for porter, and penny in hand, Ar 

For thoſe the weed of old Raleigh to ſmoak, | 
That love pipe and tobacco as well as to ſoak, * m 
| As 

SECUN PDO. But 
For the good of the whole, a forfeit we make, Of 
To every member that promiſe ſhall break; For f 
If the club he neglects, and abſent ſhall be, Ir 
Threepence is the forfeit, for he, you, or me; And 
Four weeks an) member, if from us ſha'l ay, 80 


We'll expe] him directly, and his forfeits will pay; 
Bef re any landlord ſhould look on us queer, 
T hold it but good, that we pay for his beer, g 
A penny per head, that deficiency will clear. 


The 
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The FORTUNATE MECHANIC. 

Tune Twas in the good Ship Rover.” 
By J. PENDRED. 

[Never before in Print.] 


Ts in the Town of Dover, 
To a Bus'neſs I was bound, 
And when ſeven Years were over, 
Ja Maſter in London found; 
My Wages, which I hard got, 
As ſoon as TI had ta'en, 
I ſpent upon a Harlot, 
Then went to work again. 


Before a Year was ended, 
I fav'd great Store of Pelf, 
Which was to be expended 
On no one but myſelf ; 
But a Madam then upſtarted, 
Who did 1t of me drain, 
Then from the Jjilt I parted, 
And went to work again. 
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Of my Money I was ſaving, 
As I was once before, 
But not to ſtop the Craving 
Of any jilting Whore; 
For from ſuch looſe Cattle 
I reſolved to refrain, 
And for myſelt to battle, 
So went to work again. 
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pay; 
5 Maſter's Daughter J have wedded, 
Wh. has One Thouſand Pound, 
And fince we have been bedded, 
| Great Happineſs we've found; 

The | Her 


Fd 


55 
Her Pad God bleſs bis Charity 


Has made her Thouſand twain; 
Fll praiſe his Love with Verity, 
But ne'er to work again. 


THOMAS AND MARY. A 
A BaLLap.—By Jants PowELL. Cr 

Never before in Print. 
[ Neve ore in Print.] a 
WITH aching heart and watchful eye, i "I 
Sweet Mary wander'd o'er the ſhore, "T4 

In hopes the well-known: fail to ſpy, 
Returning with her Love once more. The 
Now hollow blew the bitter wind, He 
And foaming billows roſe on high, m_ 


Leaving the rocky ſhore behind, 
With preſumpt'ous heaves to reach th” ſky. 


A fail! a ſail ! the landſmen cry'd, 

And Mary gaz'd with hope-ſtruck ſight ; 
When on the beating wave ſhe ſpy'd 

The ſhip that held her ſoul's delight. 


Her ſnow-white handkerchief ſhe wav'd, 
Tom ſoon Love's fluttering banner ipy'd ; 

And the heart that had all danger brav'd, 
At ſight of it within him died. 


He jumpt from deck with anxious heart, 
Eager to meet his Love on ſhore ; 
But Fate ftept in with cruel dart, 
And order*d they ſhould meet no more. Not 


Vo! 


1 189 


No, through the deep he onward went, 
Beating aſide the angry wave; 

But all his manly vigour ſpent, 
He found at laſt a wat'ry grave, 


She gaz'd, ſhe ſcream'd, ſhe ſtarted wild, 
A clay cold dew her face o'eripread ; 
With frantic ſpeech ſhe fate revil'd, 
Crying, Is my Love, my Thomas dead? 


« See! ſee! from yonder horrid wave 

« His glimm'ring ghoſt it beckons me; 
come, I come, I'll ſhare thy grave, 

« Thy Mary will be true to thee.“ 


The pitying croud they held her faſt, 
Her heaving breaſt convulſive ſigh'd; 
And burſting Nature, ſpent at laſt, 
She fell, ſhe ſhiver'd, ſigh'd, and died. 


——ů—riꝑ.a . — — 
6D NO, 
the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 
I met with young Phoebe who lives at the mill, 


My heart leapt with joy at ſo pleaſing a fight; 
For Pheebe, I vow, is my only delight. 


I told her my love, and fat down by her fide, 
And ſwore the next morning 1'd make her my 
bride, | | 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get you out of my fight, 
And go to your Phillis you met here laſt night. 


Surpriz'd, 


—— —— — rer PIC EY - — 
af ER BS is. 2 Zbl —— — = — re 
- — — — — — * 
wr . 3 — — 2 — — rr be ns 
— — — r — — .o> go, 2 * - — 


—— — — 
— * 
* 2 
— — 22 
. 
— 


( 190 ) 
Surpriz'd, I reply'd, Pray explain what you mean; 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen ; 
Nor can I conceive what my Phabe is at. | 
Oh ! can't you ? ſhe cry'd ; well, I love you for 
that. 


Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this ſpot 2 

O Colin, O Colin, you can't have forgot; 

T heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat, 
You ftill may deny it, I love you for that, 


Tis falſe, I reply*d, deareſt Phoebe believe, Harl 

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive; By 

You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, Dow 

And ſurely my charmer muſt hate him for that. , De 

ow 

Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind, T] 

I'll own *twas to know the true ſtate of your mind; Luff, 

FPranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, Up 

I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that. 

Now 

— — — : ä For 

SONG. Freſh 

PO Saft 

BEAUTEOUS nymph, approve the flam- Foun 

Thy merit rais'd within my breaſt, Thi 

| Let ev'ry tender thought proclaim Hard: 

| How much I love, and how diſtreſs'd: Ho: 
Since words themſelves want energy to prove 

What Damon ſuffers by capricious love. The t. 

Nu See 

Suppreſs not, then, the pleaſing thought, Let the 

Which thy ſoft nature muſt advance, The 

Nor bluſh if in the conteſt. caught. Fore at 

The pureſt minds have fell by chance; Reef 

Then deign, Belinda, generous and kind, 


To Guile compliance on the humble mind. THE 


Car) 


THE STORM. 


(EASE, rude Boreas, bluſtering railer, 
Liſt, ye landſmen, all to me ; 

Meſsmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea ; 

From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 

To the tempeſt troubled ocean, | 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 
By topſail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, | 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand! 

Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 

ind, The lee-top ſail-ſheets let go; 

nd; Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down- beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms : 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our minds enthrall ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Hark again, the boatſwain's call. 


The top-ſail yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, | 
Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho? the weather ſhould be worſe ; © 
fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, | 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear, | 
Hands up, each preventer, brace ſet, 
Man the foreyard, cheer, lads, ch&er. 
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Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh, ; 
On our heads fierce rain fall pouring. 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh; 
One wide water all around us, 
All about us one black ſky; 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark, what means that dreadful cry? 


The foremaſt's gone ! cries every tongue out, 801 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 


Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, ] L 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold ! i 5 
Plumb the well; the leak increaſes, No 
Four feet water's in the hold. | © 0 
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While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alaſs, to them there's no return: 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
= Both chain-pumps are choak'd below, 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
Por only that can ſave us now. 


On the lee beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o'er-board be thrown, 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 
See our mizen-maſt is gone: | 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ; 
Lp and rig a jury fore-maſt ; 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, ware off ſhore, 


Noir 


8 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking, 
” To our ſweet hearts and our wives 
| Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
F Cloſe to th? lips a brimmer join; 


Where's the tempeſt, now, who feels it ? 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine, 


SONG, ſung at Sadler's Wells, by Mr. Dicurox 
Tune —“ Pibdin's Waggoner. | 


] Late was a waggoner fly and dry, 
As e'er jogg'd over the downs, 
No market-croſs was known better than I, 
In the neighbouring country towns ; | 
But hating a tireſome lazy life, 8 
And fearleſs of death and wouncs, Hogs 
I ſetout on a tramp, to follow the camp, 
And drive to the jig of a drum and fite ; 
King's cattle on Bagſhot Heath; 
There ſee me parade, I' th' ſoldiering trade, 
And ſhoulder my whip juſt ſo: 3 
« Gee-ce-00-0up, Gallows, would you © ©; 
& Walk over the ladies ? ſtand out of the line, 
“ Of march you gemmen in black, great 
« Guns pay no reſpect to parſons ; 


So I whiſtles and flogs away. 


Our Generals oft in a woundy brawl, 

On purpoſe to ſhew their ſkill, 
Sends we and the cattle, and cannon and all, 
A cantering up a hill; > 
Nor ; | | b2 But 
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Wo, Crop, wo; but they beeds not what I ſay, 
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But what dy'e think it, the next thing done, 
When we gets to the top, why then, 
Comes a kind of a man, as they calls, Aid de Cam, 


Ad-rat un for ſpoiling the beſt of the fun, 9 1 
And gallops us down again; | 
Then in front and rear, if you cow'd but hear Bu 
How quick the firings go; | 
„% Pop, pop, pop; zZounds! Major, get out of the | 
| way, | In 
We're coming, with fix'd bayonets, we ſhall 
kill one | | Fi. 


« Another ;” ſtop, ſays I, Wo, Captain, Wo, 
But they heeds not what I ſay, 
So I whiſtles and flogs away. 


| | To 
Then at night, in a canvaſs round about, 5 
Neither comfort nor cold we feel, Fre 
Where a dozen or more lay foot to foot, 
Like the ſpokes of a Catherine wheel, * 
All higgeldy-piggeldy, pigs in the ſtraw, Th 
We ſnooſe without thinking of harm, 1 
Till a fignal goes, to jump into our cloaths, Tt 
And as fine a eonfuſſon as ever you ſaw, y 
Is a midnight falſe alarm | 
There oft you'll ſee, from the ſnug marquee, 
A belle turn out for a beau, Som 
& Ah, ah, ah, fire, thieves, for heaven's fake, 1 
n 


what's 
„ The matter? bleſs your pretty face, Miſs, 
« *Tis only a camp frolic,” Wo, Smiler, Wo; 
But ſhe minds not what I lay, 
So I whiſtles and flogs away: 


Thx 


6 
TRE MULBERRY TREE. 


As ſung in CoLLins's EVE RING BRUSH, 


THE ſweet-briar grows in the merry green wood, 
Where the muſk-roſe diffuſes his perfume ſo free, 
But the blight often ſeizes both bloſſom and bud, 
While the mildew flows over the mulberry-tree, 


In the nurſery rear d, like the young tender vine, 
Mankind of all orders and ev'ry degree, 
Firſt crawl on the ground, then ſpring up like the 
pine, 
And ſome branch and bear fruit like the mulberry 
tree. 


To the fair tree of knowledge ſome twine like a twig, 
While ſome ſappy ſprouts with its fruits diſagree ; 
From which we from birch now and- then pluck a 
ſprig, 1 | 
Which is not quite ſo {weet as the mulverry-trece: 


The vaſt tree of life we all eagerly climb, 
And impatiently pant at its high top to be: 
Though nine out of ten are lopp'd off 1n their prime, 


And they drop like the leaves from the mulberry- 


, tree. | 
Some live by the leaf, others live by the bough,  _ 
ſake, As the ſong; or the dance their vocation may be; 
| And ſome live and thrive, though we know no mote 
s, how, 1 | 


Wo; Than the dew that flies over the mulberry tree, 
But like weeping-wllows we hang down the head, 
When poor wither'd elders we're deltin'd to be; 
And we're minded no more than merelogs when we're 
| dead, | 
Tit Or the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree, 


Yet 


1 
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Yet, like-lignum vitæ, we hearts of oak wen, 
Or the cedar that keeps from the canker-wor,.: 


14 
9 


While the vine · juice we drain to diſſolve ev'ry ca 
Like the dew that flies over the mulberry-trec. 


8 O N G. 
By Mr. OARMAN. 


Tune“ Vain is every fond endeavour.” 


In the CHAPLET. 


TO reſiſt a youthful lover, 
Is indeed no eaſy taſk ; 
By our bluſhes they'll diſcover, 
| Fam we'd grant what they would aſk, 


Ye virgins, ſtill let prudence guide ye, 
Soon they'll leave if you comply ; 

Virtue always will provide ye, 
Means each ſhepherd to deny. 


If he vows, you may believe me, 
ie ten to one's no honeſt heart; 
And his meaning's to deceive ye, 
Falſnood's ever join'd with art. 


If he'll go Hymen's altar, 
You may ſafely then conſent ; 
At ſuch propoſals never faulter, 
x Join your hand, and be content. 


(1 
Tar HAPPY MAN. 


By J. PENDRED. 
(Never before in Print.) 
Tune“ Balance a ſtraw.“ 


WHILST the folks of this nation of miniſtry 
complain, 
And are all in oommotion at the tenets of Paine, 
1 am free from ſuch ſtrife in my cottage ſo ſnug, 
I've a bottle to crack, and a good wife to hug. 
Im tree, &c. 
I've a gelding to ride, a ſtaunch dog, and a gun, 
Im content with my lot, have I ſport or have none; 
Then homeward I trot to my cottage quite ſnug, 
Where a bottle I crack, and my wife cloſely hug. 


Tho' ſmail our domain, yet it yields us great 68, 
With which we're content, and we aſk for no more; 
So happily we live in our cottage quite ſnug, 
We regale with a bottle or elſe a brown jug. 


If men I do hire, by the week or the day, 
When their wages are due I with pleaſure them pay 
Nochurl am I counted, nor yet a humbug, 
For I'm free with my money, my bottle, and my jug. 


If at a ſmall diſtance there's a wake or a fair, 
I give my wife a ride in a fingle horſe chair : 
Such innocent amuſements makes life not a drug, 
Then return to our cot, and each other do hug. 


Whene'er we've a viſit by a neighbour or friend, 
In mirth and good-humour our moments we ſpend 
NG. And after quantum ſufficit of bottle and jug, 
f I part with my friends and my wife cloſely ah 5 
: Here's 


* 
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Here's a health to the king, and long may he reign, 
May no miſchief enſue from the doctrine of Paine; 
To ſupport the conſtitution I never will ſhrug, 


And my king to defend, a brown beſs I would hug. W 

„ We 

SN. v 

By MR. Oakman. The 

Tuue— A whimſical ſong you ſhall hear.” Pas 

A Comical ſong I intend, | C 

And if that you laugh at my rhimes, 

Why truly I own, my good friend, 

Ihe preſent are laughable times. 6. 

The rich they all laugh at the poor, Ang 

And the poor are deriding the great; T 


Turn-about is fair play, to be ſure, The 
And we all muſt fubmit unto fate. 

Miſs laughs at her eaſy pappa, 

Who cannot ſee all that he might; 


When the captain he viſits mam ma, A 
And ſhe thinks it is nothing but right. H4 
Contents the chief bleſſing of life, To el 
Then never let's cavil with fate ; The 

For if you ſhui faction and ſtrife, The 
The greateſt may envy your ſtate. And 
Then let us be merry and wiſe, | 20 
Laugh, ſing, be good-humour'd, and joke; aſte 
In a bumper good fellowſhip lies, | w 
Then why ſhould ill-nature provoke? Whe; 


Here's health to each true honeſt heart, 
Who ſhall ſhake fiſt with a friend tho? he's poor, 


1 


And call for a full flowing quart, 
When wretchedneſs ſtands at the door. 
5 A Favorite 


* 8 
N A Favourite G L E E, 


zung at Sadlers Wells by Meſſrs. DloH Tom, Perry, 
and Vincent. 


WE be three poor fiſhermen, 
Who daily troll the ſeas, 
We ſpend our lives in jeopardy, 
While others live at eaſe. 
The ſky looks black around, around, around, 
The ſky looks black around; 
And he that would be merry, boys, 
Come haul his boat aground. 


We caſt our lines along the ſhore 

In ſtormy wind and rain; 

And every night we land our nets, 
Till day-light comes again. 

The ſky looks black around, &c. 


A HUNTING SONG. 

FARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale, bill! 

Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, . WM 
To charm, us to barter, for ignoble reſt, | 4:85 
The joys. which true pleaſure can raife in the breaſt : 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is, Hark, hark, away : 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys ; 
Haſte, haſte, let's away; ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place ? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 

From valley to valley re-echoes the ery ; 
| "Cc Our 
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Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, 


| We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old care; May t! 
| Cera of labour we leap o'er the mounds, The 
Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds, The la; 
2 Ee | And 

THE ROSE BUD: 

* OUISA, ſee that budding. roſe, 

© How bright beneath the buſh it blows! _ WH 
How fafely there it lurks conceal'd, I 
How quickly blaſted when reveal'd ! To be: 
it The ſun with warm attractive rays 0 | oy 8 
F  Tempts it to wanton. in the blaze; fil: 1 
A blaſt deſcends from eaſterp ſkies, | n 1 c 
And all the bluſhing radiance dies. } . MD While 
Then guard, my fair, your charms divine; And I 
And check the fond delire to ſhine, I xn AY The 
| Where Fame's tranſporting rays allure— ©... ' WM Highe: 
Reſt here more happy, more ſecure, the 
| 1 8 | The g. 
"a EEE =— The n 
THE BONNY SAILOR. 3 
BLOW cheerly, ye winds, *till my Henry return, Oh! tl 
.* Waves, bear him once more to my arms; Then 1 
Hope's ſoft ſoothing promiſe forbids me to mourn, And a 
Tho' his danger my boſom alarms. i vet 
keen e O my bonny bonny Sailor. That 
Gay ſoldiers, dull ſquires, and ſportſmen purſue, The 1; 
But J ſcornall their offers of love! Tho! 1 
My heart is at ſea, my dear Henry, with you, Tis tl 
And our vows are recorded above. : Tis th 
D O my bonny bonny 1 If the 


„ 


May the foes of Old England in haſte be ſubdu'd, 
Then my ſailor no longer will roam; 
The laurel is gain'd that his valour purſu'd, 
And Cupid ſhall pilot him home. 


aa. 


THE ADIEII. 


WHEN the ſails catch the breeze, and the anchor 
is weigh'd, | 

To bear me from Anna, my beautiful maid ; 

The top-maſt aſcending, I look for my dear, 

And figh that her features imperfect appear; 

'Till-aided by fancy, her charms I {til trace, 


While her handkerchief waving ſolicits my view, 
And I hear her ſweet lips ſadly figh out—adieu. 
The pleaſing deluſion not long can prevail, 

Higher riſe the proud waves, and more briſæ blows 
the gale ; 

The gale that regards not the fighs that it bears, 

The proud waves, fil unmov'd, tho' augmented by 
tears: | 

Ah! will ye not one ſingle moment delay !— 

Oh! think from what rapture you bear me away 

Then my eyes {train in vain my dear Anna to view, 

And a tear drops from each, as I ſigh out-—adieu! 


15 Yet ſome comfort it gives to my agoniz'd mind, 
125 That I ſtill fee the land where I left her behind; 

The land that gave birth to my charmer and me, 
Tho! leſs'ning, my eyes beam with pleaſure to ſee l 
'Tis the caſket that holds all that's dear to my heart, 
Y Tis the haven where yet we ſhall meet, ne'er to part, 

: If the fates are propitious to lovers ſo true; 
but if not, deareſt Anna, a long—long adieu! 
A 5 . 6 4 HENRY, 


O my bonny bonny Sailor. 


And for me lee the tears trickle down her pale face; 


— — 
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Sung at VAUXHALL, 


M heart from my boſom wou'd fly, 
And wander, oh! wander afar, 
Reflection bedews my fad eye, 
For Henry is gone to the war. 
Oh! ye winds, to my Henry bear 
One drop—let it fall on his breaſt— 
The tear, as a pearl he will wear, 
And J in remembrance be bleſt. 


In vain ſmiles the glittering ſcene, 
In vain blooms the roſeat flow'r, 
The ſunſhine of April's not ſeen, 
J have only to do with the ſhow'r. 
Oh! ye winds, &c. 
Ye winds that have borne him away, 
Reftore my dear youth to my arms; 
Reſtore me to ſunſhine and day 
"Tis night—till my Henry returns. | 
Oh! ye winds, &c. 


THE SORROWFUL- SHEPHERD. 
By Mr. Hawkins. 


H! whither, alas! ſhall I fly ? 
+> What clime ſhall I ſeek for relief? 
Since Phillis no longer ts nigh, 
Of! how ſhall I ſmother my grief? 
The ſweeteſt, the faireſt was the, 
So ſweetly ſhe tript o'er the plain; 
But now ſhe ne' er ſmiles upon me, 


She's faithleſa—and falſe to her ſwain. 


Ec. 


c. 


4 203) 


With Strephon ſhe's gone far away, 
With him is contented and bleſt; 


While I am diſtracted all day, 


And ruin'd for want of my reſt. 
No heed can I take of my ſheep, 

They ramble and roam as they pieaſe, 
For I can do nothing but weep, 

Till Phillis my ſorrows appeaſe. 


Dear nymph, hear thy ſhepherd complain, 
Return and ſubdue all my care; 


No longer torment me with pain, 


Nor drive me thus into deſpair : 
Thy charms ever ſhall be my pride, 
Thy ſmiles I will ever admire, 
Then deign for to be but my bride, 

And ſatisfy all my defire. 


8 


8 N 8. 
THE FRIAR AND NUN; A cAN TATA. 


RECITATIVkE. 


N Paris city, they report for truth, . 
There dwelt an active Prieſt, in prime of youth; 
And in the convent, as ſome others ſay, 
There liv'd a Nun as blooming as the May: 

The rev'rend father ſigh'd for her in vain, 

He dar'd not openly his love explain; 

Her beauty fann'd the embers of defire, 

But looks auſtere quite damp'd the riſing fire. 

At length kind Fortune did his wiſhes blets, 

For the fair Nun came to him to confeſs ; 

With great devotion ſhe her forehead ſign'd, 

And thus reveal'd the troubles of her mind: 


Ain 
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AIR. | 


Holy father, believe, for my ſorrows I grieve, 
And fincerely repent each tranſgreſſion; 

One fault, above all, my mind does enthral, 
And torments me ſurpaſſing expreſſion. 

Tho to Heav'n I'm bound, yet Cupid has found 
The method to lead me aſtray ; 

Alas ! I am frail, for love would prevail, 
Tho' confcience cry*d, ſternly, Stay, ſtay. 


RECTTATIVE. 


The jolly prieſt, as near the fair he ſtood, 
Feels genial warmth ſtir up his youthful blood; 
Then ſmiling on the lovely ſuppliant fair, 

He chuck'd her chin, and bade her not deſpair. 
I know no harm there is in love, he ſaid, 


Each ſex, my dear, was for the other made; 


'The church ordains it, and you do no fault, 
If to the church you yield up what you ought : 
But *tis a ſin if any one ſhould feaſt 

Upon thoſe charms, unleſs he is a prieſt. 


Air. 


Conſider how happy will be your condition, 
If once you will form reſolution 
To bed with a prelate—You need no contrition, 
For prelates can g ve abſolution: 
Then yield to my arms thy raviſhing charms, 
Permit me thy beauties to rifle; 


You know I can bl ſs you, as well as confeſs you; 


Beſides, it is only a trifle. 


( 205 ) 
A DRINKING SONG. 
COME, my never-frowning glaſs, 
Always welcome to my lip; 


Here's to Delia, lovely laſs, 
Oh, how grateful is the fp ! 


This is pleaſure to the ſoul, 
This will baniſh care away; 

He who hates the ſmiling bowl, 
What's he fit for? Topers ſay. 


BILL BACKSTAY. 
By R. RusTEeD. 
Tune“ The Tar for all Weathers.“ 


j LL ſick to the charms of my Nancy, 
A tight little frigate is ſhe ; 
he's a girl that I ever can fancy, 
And lives on the banks of the Dee: 
Then her eyes are ſo charming and killing, 
Her lips with the roſe- bud agrees, 
To make her my bride I am willing, 
Before that I croſs the ſalt ſeas. 


CHORUS. 

Bill Backſtay's my name, fore and aft, 
Who ne'er from his duty once ſhrunk ; 

Up aloft, whilethe wind is abaft, 

Whether ſober or merrily drunk. 


Hand the grog round, my meſſmates, together; 
Come, cha plain, and give us a ſtave; | 
Whether hazy or ſqually the weather, 
The foul your palaver muſt ſave : 


To: 


(206) 


10 my Nancy, the can, let us ſwig it, 
We ve plenty of liquor, golore ! 

And then, upon deck, let us jig it, 
And laugh at the lubbers aſhore. 


GIV 
WIE 
] 


To me 
Love 

And all 
Retur 

0 Love 


Or g1 


Blow ye winds, ſpread the canvas fo gaily, 
Up the ſhrouds we ſo merrily go; 
'Tho' dangers and perils are daily, 
We cenſure the ſkulkers below : 
While the great guns inceſſantly rattle, 
And we've ball and powder in ftore, 
Should Bill ever tumble in battle, 


9 22 | 
Then Nancy, don't think on me more. He pron; 


While 
Tet ſtill 
I il] 


SONG. 


Sung by Mr. DIN ux. Thus Jer 


| | Where 
OR topfails a-trip, and our anchors a-weigh, The lad 
To far diſtant climes from my Fanny away; „And © 
Tho? borne by falſe winds, ſtill thy ſailor is true, Now all 
Tho! wand'ring, he's conſtant to love and to you. * 15 
| | "0 10VE 
The rock-daſhing billows that loudly do roar, Not to 
The ſerge that reſounds from yon leſſening ſhore, 
Seem to ſwell with my tear and the boiſt*rous wind, 
To encreaſe with my ſighs, for to leave thee behind. 
When perils ſurround me I'll think on my love, 7 
The ſoothing idea all fears will remove i a 
With ſafety VII-plough thro” the dang*rous main, ch 6 
With grief now we part to meet happy n 2% 
F ' - i 1 \ 


2% 
GIVE ME MY HEART BACK AGAIN. 


W HEN dewy morn or moon beams bright, 
Invite our nymphs to ſport and play, 

o me their ſongs give no delight, 
Love tunes my ſad and mourniul lay: 

And all the day long, I ſing this fad ſong, 
Return to iny arms, my dear ſwain; 

0 Love, bring him here to baniſh my care, 
Or give me my heart back again. 


He promis'd he wow'd ſoon return, 
While tender ſighs beſpake his truth, 
Jet ſtill my Jemmy do I mourn, 

I &ill lament the abſent youth; 


And all the day long, &c. 


Thus Jenny ſung among the broom, 
Where liſt'ning ſtood her conſtant ſwain; 
The lad came forth. ſhe ken'd him ſoon, 
And carolPd ſweet her alter'd ſtrain. 
Now all the day long, love and joy claim my ſong; 
R For ſemmy once more chears our plain; 
fond love brought him here, to baniſh my care, 
Not to give me my heart back pain, 


e, 2 
bind. INDEED TO BE SURE. 
5 Told a ſweet damſel a tender ſoft tale, 
= Each eve as we ſat in the ſhade, 
N . hope that in time my fond ſuit might prevail, 
GIVE for ſhe was a delicate maid, 


Da I fad 
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J ſaid that my love was ſo ardent and true, 
That nothing my paſſion cou'd cure, 
But ſhe only auſwer'd Ah! what will you do, 


Tis a pity indeed to be ſure. Y 

J p'ay'd on my pipe, and ſung a ſoft ſong T' 
"The ſentiments warm from my heart * M 
She liſten'd attentive, but then e'er it *rwas long, 1 
Declar'd it *twas time to depart ; V 


J preſs'd her white hand with a languiſhing ſmile, 
And ſaid pity the pangs I endure ; 
But no other anſwer cou'd gain all the while, . 


Than tis pity indeed to be ſure. 


At length little Cupid aſſiſted my plan, L. 
To ſotten the nymph to my mind, | 
My wiſhes to crown, and my heart more trapan, St 
She ſoon became tender and kind ; a Q 
To church the next day ſhe conſented to go, Ai 
Suſpenſe I no longer endure,  _ V. 
For wedlock”s the greateſt delight we can know, 
| *Tis charming indeed to be ſure. 
| eg: Le 
| | YON *COT BY THE SEA. 
3 LET the fop entertain all the pleaſures of dreſs, Le 
| | | Where faſhion directs, let him run; 
| - And let him with rapture to Chloe profeſs, 
| What he never intends ſhall be done: Le 
| Such bliſs ( mſubſtantial) ſhan*t rob me of eaſe, T1 
I'll aſk no fuch pleaſures, but pleaſures like theſe, 5 


A To live with my friend in yon cot by the ſea, 
| Where Health ſpreads her mantle, and Peace keeps 
the key. 10 


- * The late Governor Stanley's houſe, Iſle of Wigl. 


Cy 


Let my lord bnbe his tenants 'gainſt conſcience to 
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vote, 
And ſwear in all things to be true; 
Yes, let him ſucceed, and ſtrait alter his note, 
As lordlings are not known to do ; 
I' envy him not in his parliament ſeat, 
My wiſh, mighty ſove, will be fully complete, 
To ive with my friend in yon cot by the ſea. 
Where Health ſpreads her mantle, and Peace keeps 
the key, | 


Let the ſquire boaſt his courſers, the fleeteſt on earth, 
In the chace none of ſpirit ſo free; 

Let him rattle the dice, and loſe mountains of worth, 
While he ſcorns to look down upon me; 


Such paſtime to him may much pleaſure afford, 


Them I diſclaim, 'tho approv'd by my lord, 

And but wiſh to live long in yon cot by the ſen, 

Where Health ſpreads her mantle, and Peace keeps 
the key. 


Let the prieſt preſs the needy, great tythes to obtain, 
And jcrget to live up to his lore; 
Let him frown on the wretch who preſumes to 
complain, 
And endeavour to preſs him the more: 
Let fops, lords, and prelates, ſuch maxims purſue— 
The only dear object that J have in view, 
Is to hve with my friend in yon cot by the ſea, 


Where Health ſpreads her mantle, and Peace keeps 


the key. 


80 J. | 
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By CarTAIN Morris, 


Tune—* Sound Argument.“ 


N VE mortals! or ſons of dull care, 


For why wou'd you ever be thinking ? 


To Bacchus I'd have ye repair 


For this is the ſeaſon for drinking: 


I hate all your pining and ſorrow, 


To wretchedneſs never incline; 


For why ſhould we care for to morrow, 


If we get but the juice of the vine? 


Then a bumper fill up from the bowl, 


Here's a toaſt to true friendſhip and pleaſure; 


Tis that which enlivens the ſoul— 


And eſteem'd by mankind as a treaſure : 
Let Cynics my precepts explode, 
And call it intemperate folly ; 


To contentment Pm ſure ?tis the road, 


And an exit—to dull melancholy. 


To troubles, vexation and ſtrife, 


I've long bid a final adieu; 
And as I am acting through life, 

Depe don't, I' play my part true: 
Then a bumper I'll toſs of tor certain, 

If cloudy or ſunſhine the weather; 
But before rigid Fate drops the curtain; 
Pray let us be happy together. 


"WHILE |} 


1 


„ 


WHEN the bright god of da 
W Drove to weſtward his oy, 


And the evening was charming and care, 
The ſwallows amain 


Nimbly ſkim ofer the plain, 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 


In a jeſſamine bower, 

When the bean was in flow'r, 
And zephyrs breath odours around, 

Lov'd Celia ſhe fat, 

With her ſong and ſpinnet, 
And ſhe charm'd all the grove with her ſound, 


Roſy bowers ſhe ſung, 
Whilſt the harmony rung, 
And the birds that all flutt'ring arrive, 
The induſtrious bees, 
From the flowers and the trees, 
Gently hum with their ſweets to their hives 


% 


The gay god of love, 
As he flew o'er the grove, 

By zephyrs conducted along, 
As ſhe touch'd on the ſtrings, 
He beat time with his wings, 

Whilſt eccho repeated the ſong. 


Oh ! ye mortals, beware, 

How ye venture too rear, 
Love doubly is armed to wcund ; 

Your fate you can't ſhun, 

For you're ſurely undone, 


If you raſhly approach near the ſound. 


(- "B12 -3 


N. 


VE gales that gently wave the ſea, 
| And pleaſe the canny boat-man, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me B 


My brave, my bonny Scot——man. 
In haly bands 
We join'd our hands, In 
Yet may not this diſcover, _ 
While parents rate W. 
| A large eſtate, Fre 
Before a faithful lover. 8 | Bu 


But I loor chuſe an highland glens, 
To herd the kid and goat-man, 


Fer 1 cou'd for ſic little ends W. 
Refuſe my bonny Scot— man. 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firſt began To 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion 5 
Frae greedy views Bu 
Love's art to uſe, Pot 
While ſtrangers to its paſſion. * 
Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſt > thy . laſſie, 3 All 
Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gres the word, No 
Then haſt on board, 1 
Fair winds and tenty boat——man, We 
| Waft o'er, waft o'er | | Thi 
Frae yonder ſhore. | But 
My blyth, my bonny Scot— man. J 


SONG: 
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N. 


Tune, —“ Dainty Davy.“ 


BY drinking drive dull care away, 
Be briſk and airy, 

| Never vary, 

In your tempers, but bz gay, 
Let mirth know no ceſſation ; 
We all were born (mankind agree) 
From dull reflection to be free, 
But he that drinks not, cannot be: 

Ihen anſwer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, 


Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, ſtriving, 
Ta embrace what beauty yields, 
Is left when in poſleflion ; _ 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch treaſure forth, 
Poſſeſſion never palls its worth, 
Wealways wiſh'd for*t from our birth, 
And ſhall for ever wiſh on. 


All malice here is flung aſide, 
Each take his glaſs, 
No healths do paſs, 
Nor party feuds here e'er abide, 
They nought but ill occaſion ; 
We only meet to-celebrate 
The day which brought us to this ſtate, 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate, 
The hour of our creation. 


SONG. 


F 
A DRINKING SONG. 
Sung at Vauxhall by Mr. Dorey. 


LET Philoſophers prate about reaſon and rules, Anc 
And preach about maxims deſign'd but for fools, The fa 

From a briſk ſparkling bowl brighter ſentiments flow, Ani 
And J find myſelf wiſer the deeper I go; Towi 
We can teach them to live, and by practice explain, | 
What in theory only they never could gain; 

Draw 1 cloud from their eyes that o'erſhadows their 

oul, 

And enlighten their heads with a fup from my bowl, When 
25 Th 

May the pedant be loft in his phantom purſuit, The { 
While I revel in wine, and with bumpers recruit, An 


Since the wiſeſt can never perfection attain, 
Why ſhould life proffer ſweets andenjoyments in vain ? 
Let not man then bis time in ſueh toppery waſte 


Or refuſe mingl'd ſweets with bitter to taſte, Whet 
But thus let him waft to Elyſium his ſoul Ar 
In an ocean of liquor—his veſſel my bowl. The! 

5 O 
ä 5 Booz 
Relax'd from the cares of the world let me live, | 
*Gainft the rude ſtream of life that I never may ftrive; 
With a friend to partake, and a girl to adore, 
Oh! what mortal! more happy !—what man could Whe 
wiſh more! | A 
Dull, mechanical mortals, here look and repine, Jack 
That their hearts can ne'er glow with ſuch feeling as A 
| 8 Hay 


But ſuch feelings, ſuch joys, receive birth in my ſoul, 
When thus mellow'd, thus rear'd, and refin'd in my 


bowl. | wy 
| 1 JACK 


«6.6 oF . 
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JACK THE GUINEA PIG. 


WHEN the anchor's weigh'd, and the ſhip's 
unmoord, 
And landſmen lag behind, Sir, 
The ſailor joyful ſkips on board, 
And ſwearing prays for a wind, Sir; 
Towing here, ye-hoing there, 
Steadily, readily, merrily, cherily, 
Still from care and thinking free, 
Is a ſailor's life at ſea, 


When we fail with a freſh'ning breeze, 
The landſmen all grow fick, Sir, 
The failor lolls with his mind at eaſe, 
And the ſong and the cann go quick, Sir ; 
Laughing here, quaffing there, 
Steadily, readily, &c. 


When the wind at night whiſtles o'er the deep, 
And ſings to landſmen dreary, 
The failor fearleſs goes to ſleep, 
Or takes his watch moſt chearly, 
Boozing here, Snoozing there, 
Steadily, readily, &c. 


When the ſky grows black and the wind blows hard, 
Analandmen ſkulk below, Sir, 
Jack mounts up to the top-ſail yard, 
And turns his quid as he goes, Sir; 
Hawling here, bawling there, 
Steadily, Wan Kc. 
E e When 


E) 


When the foaming waves run mountains high, 
And landſmen cry, All's gone, Sir, 
The failor hangs ' twixt ſea and ſky, 
And jokes with Davy Jones, Sir; 
Daſning here, claſhing there, 

. Steadily, readily, &c. 
When the ſhip, d'ye ſee, becomes a wreck, 

And landſmen hoiſt the boat, Sir, 
The failor ſcorns to quit the deck, 

While a fingle plank's afloat, Sir; 
Swearing here, tearing there, 

Steadily, readily, &c. 


THE POSTBOY. 
As ſung at Mr. Col LIxs's Evening Bruſh. 


J'M a Hour.flow young lad, and Teddy's my name, 
Full many a jobb have I drove, | 

Vet never croſs'd a nag that was windgall'd or lame, 
But always had ſuch as would move ; 
A tight pair of buckſkins and boots jetty black, 
My ſpurs ever poliſh'd and ſmart, 
A trim little jacket to put on my back, 
Was always the pride of my heart. 


Full ten miles an hour in common my pace, 
Where leaving behind ev'ry rip, 
They try to put by, but J lead them a chace, 
And tip 'em the ſmack of my whip; _ 
When oft as I'm driving along in this ſtile, 
Thro' many a town as I go, 
The girls of each inn will beftow.me a ſmile, 
Their meaning I very well know. is 
en 
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Then I find *em agig whenever I call, 
And loll at my all on return, 

I laugh and J jeer, and I talk with *em all, 

But Patty's my only concern; 

At an ion near to Windſor this little rogue dwells, 
Well known by her nice winning air, 
That all other girls of the place the excels, 

And 1s call'd pretty Patty the fair. 


We have both made a vow, ſhould we get the ſtuff, 
To marry and ſo become one, | 

As others have done, for its common enough, 

We'll ſet up an inn of our own ; | 

Then ſhe'll be call'd Madam, and I'll be call'd Sir, 
We'll ſtick up the fign of the Star, 

"Mong ſt poſtboys and waiters I'll buſtle and ſtir, 
While Pat hollows loud in the bar. 


ne, — 


e. 


16, 
By Mr. OAK MAN. 
Tune“ The Wicked Wits.“ 


HEN once you find her alter'd mind 
Is thus inſpir'd with love, 
Be blyth and gay, as birds in May, 
That warble through the grove; 
Her wiſhing eye, averted fly, 
And if ſhe ſhould purſue, 
With laughing face keep on your pace, 
And ſay it will not do. | 
Eh. E e 2 Sus 


hen 
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Such little tricks true love will fix, 
The touchſtone of the mind, 

Of this when ſure, the only cure, 
With Hymen you will find: 

Then ſtrew the way with flow'rets gay, 

And to the church purſue, 

A tender kiſs will crown your bliſs, 
And that you'll find will do. 


And then to prove the ſweets of love, 
Contentment kindly ſhare, 
No noiſe or ſtrife diſturb your life, 
And then you'll baniſh care: 
In words, in mind, be ſoft, be kind, 
And to each other true, 
Then PI! engage, from youth to age, 
That method ſure will do. 


S ON G. 


By Mr. Oarmav. 


Tune—< Humphrey's Gavot.“ 


N JAIDS, tho' Cupid's painted blind, 
"Tis a fiction you will find; 

As fo ſure he aims his darts, 

Thro' the world ſtill conquering kearts; ; 

If you would ſecure your breaſt, - 

You mult net think Love a jeſt. 


Thoſe who do his pow? r defy, 
Ciicfiy ſoon he'll make o fir hs 
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Tis in vain, to laugh and ſay, 
You'll be free, and you'll be gay; 
If you would ſecure your breaſt, 
You muſt not think Love a jeſt. 


Nature teaches all to love, 

All alike its force muſt prove; 
Gentle, ſimple, great and ſmall, 
Muſt obey Love's mighty call ; 
Prudence mutt ſecure your breaſt, 
To deny Love is a jeſt. 


8 N. 
By Mr. OAK Max. 


Tune —“ Contented all Day.“ 


YE virgins whoſe beauties engage ev'ry Swain, 
| Who try ev'ry method your hearts to obtain, 
My counſel attend, and Þ'11 ſhew you a plan, 
Which will teach to elude the deceptions of man; 
Though they flatter and vow, and they whine and 
they ſigh, 
Till they make you a wife you muſt never comply. 


I'd not have you vain, and I'd not have you proud, 

Or join with Miſs Folly, who governs the croud ; 

Be candid, be open, and ever ſincere, 

And guided by Prudence you've nothing to fear: 

Let them aſk what they will, you've a right to deny, 

Til they make you a wife you muſt never comply. | 
| a a When 


a 


Diſcretion will bid you their paſfion approve ; 
Let no little arts then your fancies employ, 

Or that which you wiſh for you'll ſurely deſtroy : 
Some tender returns then you need not deny, 
But before you're a wife you muſt never comply. 


RALPH AND DOLL. 
By J. Panoz. 
Tune— Fair Kitty beautiful and young.” 


S Ralph and Doll were making Hay, 
In the pleaſant Month of June, 

They oft wou'd kiſs, dance, ſing, and play, 

Whilſt Birds ſweet Notes wou'd tune: 
& Adone ! (quoth Doll) don't ſqueeze me ſo, 
It's what I can't approve, 
« Unleſs by it you mean to ſhew 
How much you do me love.“ 


I ſqueeze (faid Ralph) juſt as J love, 

«& I doat on thee alone; | 
4% Let's bill and coo, like Turtle Doves, 

| & And each our Paffion own :” 

When told his Tale, ſhe thus did ſay, 
4 Tf Truth what you impart, 

“ While Sun doth ſhine I'll make my Hay, 
« And give you Hand and Heart.” 


In mutual Love to Kirk they went, 
By Hy men goin'd they were; 

Friends and Neighbours were all content, 
And hail'd this happy Pair ; 


When once you are certain with honor they love, 


' Now 


E 


Now down Life's Stream they ſmoothly glide, 
Together play and laugh; 
For Doll is proud to be Ralph's Bride, 
And bleſs'd with Doll is Ralph. 


Ss. 0 N E. 


THE fweet roſy morning 
Peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorning 
The meadows and fields; 
While the merry, merry, merry horn calls, 
Come, come, come away, 
Awake from your ſlumber, 


And hail the new day. 


The ſtag rous'd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus 
Of hounds in full cry; 5 
Then follow, follow, follow, follo 
The muſical chace, 
Where pleaſure and vigorous 
Health you embrace. 


The day's ſport, when over, 
Makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover 
Freſh charms for the night: 
Then let us, let us now enjoy 
All we can while we may, 
Let love crown the night 


Now As our ſports crown the day. 


( 4222 ) 

8 ON G. 
| By Mr. Oaxman. 
Tune —“ The Black Joke.” 


NE night as I fat with Tom Ramble and Dick, 
With the dull cares of bus'neſs infernally fick, 
Iſnor'd and dos'd in the chair, | 
When Tom he cry'd; Jack, why you're certainly 
wrong, 
If you're dull let us cheer up your heart with a ſong ; 
Since the bowl with good. liquor is flowing before us, 
Come lift up your head, and join with us in chorus, 
And we ſoon ſhall get rid of dull care. 


I awoke from my lethergy, rais'd up my head, 
And thought there was reaſon in what be had ſaid; 
A bumper toſs'd off with an air; 
Then we bruſh'd it about, hob or nob, for an hour, 
No longer was ſplenatic, longer was ſour ; 
In drinking I found lay the pleaſures of life, 
For a glaſs will baniſh vexation and ſtrife, 
And ſoon I got rid of dull care. 


Some jolly companions came in then apace, 
Like Bucks they began ſoon the bottle to chace, 
Tally-ho! was the word with an air; 

We all join'd together the theme to prolong, 

With mirth and with muſic, with dancing and ſong; 

The moments went merrily on I proteſt, 

And we oft bruſh'd a bumper around to the beſt, 
And thus we got rid of dull care. 


SONG, 
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S ON G. 


Sung at RANELAGI. 


RECITATIVE. 
A Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, or pin'd in vain; 
At length the god of wine addreſt, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt. 


Aix, 125 
Vouchſafe, O pow'r, thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 
Fluſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


RECITATIVE. 


To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply'd: 


| | AIR. 
Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away; 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair, 
The way to conquer is—to dare. 


RECITATIVE. 
The ſwain purſu'd the god's advice, 
Tne nymph was now no longer nice. 


AIR. 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind; 
When we grow daring you grow kind; 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us tyrants by their fear. mw 
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By Mr. Oak MAN. 


Tune“ Tis gentle Love.“ 


HO” love involuntary ſprings 
In ev'ry youthful breait, 

Alike with ſhepherds, and with kings, 
As nature proves confeſt, 

Jet maids are coy, coquetiſh too, 
And uſe no little art, 

Let Love then tell you what to do, 
To win a fickle heart. 


At firſt be gentle, kind and free, 
To ſooth her virgin pride, 
That ſhe your paſſion plain may ſee, 
Then honor will decide : 
But if you find her pert and vain, 
And practiſes each art, | 


Be bold—and treat her with contempt— 


You're ſure to win her heart. 


You'll find it vain to whine and ſigh, ; 

More haughty ſhe will prove, - 

And vow ſhe never will comply, 
To yield you love for love: 

Turn on your heel, and go away, 
She*ll not let you depart, 

You'll find it truth what I ſhall ſay— 
You're ſure to win her heart. 


($301 
S8 O N G. 


By Mr. OAx Max. 


Tune —“ Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream.“ 


TO Dolly ſaid Hodge, You are ſweet, 
Your cheeks are like roſes in June, 
Your perſon in all things compleat, 
And your voice like the linnet's ſoft tune, 
If to Hodge you'd think fit to be kind, 
To church with my Dolly I'd go; 
Yet Dolly was not ſo inclin'd, 
So ſhe anſwer'd him ſurlily, NO. 


Poor Hodge found his breaft fill'd with care, 
He hardly knew what he ſhould do, 

For Dolly was wonderful fair, 
And gladly he would bring her too : 

One eve, as a-milking ſhe went, 

Ie determin'd he'd after her go, 

He kiſs'd her, and thought ſhe'd relent, 

Yet Dolly ſhe Kill anſwer'd, NO. 


Hodge thought this was rather too hard, 
So,he ſaid to her Dolly, farewel, 
Since conſtancy thus you reward, 
I'll now pay my courtthip to Nell: 
Doll did not like this you may gueſs, 
And therefore wou'd not let him go ; 
So they ſign'd and they ſeal'd with a kiſs, 
And no more there bx about NO, 
| f2 


( 226 ) 


. 
By Mr. Oaxman, 


Recirartive:. 


IV HEN on the wide ocean we meet the proud foe, 
 _ Tho'datkare the clouds, and the winds loudly 
blow 

Yet true Britiſh 3 is ne'er known to fail, 

Or a doubt that the valiant will cer prevail. 


Air. 


Revenge, revenge, each boſom fires, 

And injuries receiv'd inſpires ; 

Hark! hark! the thunder's heard to roar 
On every ſide, from ſhore to ſhore : 

With crimſon's dy'd the azure Main 

By many a hapleſs hero ſlain. 


When juſtice calls each hearty tar, 

With cheerfulneſs they aid the war; 
Dangers they ſcorn, nor death they fear, 
While truth and honor do appear, 

With crimſon's dy'd the azure Main, 

By many a hapleſs hero flain. 


With victory crown'd they juſtly claim 

The laurel wreath and trump of Fame: 

The ſlain, tho? juſtly, all muſt mourn, „5 
Yet Love rewards thoſe who return, 

Tho” crimſon dy'd the azure Main, 


B y a hapleſs hero ſlain. 
y Wy a hapleſs hero a THE 


1 J 
THE CARELESS TAR. 
By Mr. UpTon. | . 


WHAT matters, Tom, to where we're bound ? 
If ſlighted while on britiſh ground, 
Becauſe our pocket's low : _ 


A foe, d'ye ſee, can't uſe us worle, 


Kind Fortune yet may favour us, 
And take her Tars in tow 


What tho' we be neglected now, 
Shall we to lubbers cringe and bow? 
No; damme, meſſmates, no; 
D'ye mind, we never did it yet, 
Kind Fortune ſoon may ſmile a bit, 
And take her Tars in tow. 


For my part, Tom, whate'er betide, 


I know there's one that will provide 


For you, and I, and Joe; 
So brave, my hearts, the tempeſt now, 
Kind Fortune yet, I think as how, 
Will take her Tars in tow. 


Of this be ſure, tho? now caſt down, 

The Mermaid can't for ever frown; 
Why then ſhe'll kinder grow: 

And ſhiver me to ſplinters, mate, 

But Fortune yet may change our ſtate, 
And take us Tars, in tow. | 


But ſhould ſhe frown, and, brimſtone-like, 
Her ſaucy colours never ſtrike, | 


Why, then, we'll let her know; 


There's | 
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There's room enough for you and me, 
To ſpend our lives in joy at ſea, 
And ſhe to Hell may go. 


— — — — — — — — 
THE FORCE OF MUSIC. 


WHEN Sappho tun'd the raptur'd ſtrain, 
The liſt'ning wretch forgot his pain; 

With art divine the lyre ſne ſtrung, 

Like thee ſhe play d, like thee ſheſung. 


For when ſhe truck the quiv'ring wire, 
The eager breaſt was all on fire; 

But when ſhe tun'd the vocal lay, 

The captive ſoul was charm'd away! 


SONG. 
Sung by Mas TER WALSH. 
SMOOTH as the limped ſtream that ſtrays 


In ſoft meanders thro? yon grove, 


Once calmly flow'd my jocund days, 
When bleſt with Delia's tender love. 


The joy-wing'd moments, glad-ſome flew, 


And each to give new tranſpoi ts ſtrove 
No anxious ſorrow Damon knew, 
His only care was Delia's love. 


Fond hours of bliſs, for ever paſt, 
Your ſoft delights no more I prove; 

No more heart-foothing raptures taſte, 
No longer bleſt with Delia's love. 


At 


1 
- 
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At each ſad gloomy day's return 
I ſeek the unfrequented grove, 
And there, in penſive, ſadneſs, mourn 
My long-loſt bliſs, my Delia's love. 


MORAL s ON G. 
By Mr. OaKkman. 


HEN Spring, blooming Spring, firſt appears, 

W Each boſom beats . Wa dent. 
The birds ſweetly ſing to our ears, | 

And flow'rets ſpring up to the ſight ; 
But ſoon the gay Goddeſs declines, 

Her roſes and lillies decay, 
With heat more intenſe, ſummer ſhines, 

And the thirſty Swain pants thro? the day. 


Ripe Autumn comes next to the view, 
How pleaſing Pomona's bright train! 
Surly Winter does Autumn purſue, _ 
And ſpangl'd with froſt are the plains ; 
Ah! how like to life this confeſt, 
Youth and Man, Spring and Summer, appears, 
By Autumn our prime 1s expreſt, | 
By Winter, old age and grey hairs, 
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CATCH FOR FOUR VOICES. 


COME drink, my friend Tom, or you'll not have 
your ſhare; 
Come Dick, take your bumper, and drive away 
care; 1 
Come E prithee circle the brimmer about; 
Come landlord, another, —this bottle is out. 
5 GIVE 


9 


ex A MAN AN INCH, AND HELL TAKE 


AN ELL. 
By J. PENDRE D. 


Tune—* Who has eier been at Baldock muſt needs 


know the Mill.“ 
[ Never before in Print. ] 


AS 7 ohnny and Nancy to the Wake went one Day» 
He offer'd great Rudeneſs to her on the Way; 


A little Joking and Freedom ſhe lik d very well 


But Give a Man an Inch, and he*!l ſoon take an 
Ell.“ | 


1 laid her down ſoftly, and he gave her a Kiſs ; 


HFle attempted another ſhe took it amiſs— 
Says ſhe, © No, no, Johnny I know thy Driſt well 
- « IfI grant you an Inch, you will ſoon take an Ell.“ 


« Ceaſe, ceaſe, my dear Johnny, ſuch Freedoms as 


theſe, 0 
«© Make me but your Wife, you may kiſs when you 
Pleaſe; | 1 
c I approve not your Maxim — I'll quit whilſt I'm 
« If I give you an Inch, you will ſoon take an Ell.“ 


He told his fond Paſſion, and ſoon made her his 
Bride, | 

And nothing from Johnny ſhe now ſtrives to hide: 

Of the conjugal Bliſs they ſhare equally well, 

For they each give an Inch, and they each take an 


TOASTS 
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A VARIETY OF 


TOASTS AvD SENTIMENTS, 


** 
925 F To be continued at the End of every third 
Number. 
| WAY the opening bud of liberty never be blighted 
as by the chilling blaſts of deſpotiſm. 
; he ariſtocracy of virtue. 

ou lay the friends of the bottle never want health, 
wealth, roaſt beef, and claret. 

m eace, liberty, and liberality throughout the world, 

appineſs to thoſe who by virtue ſtrive to gain it. 

i Ap Che King, and may he long remain the pillar of 
our glorious Conſtitution. 

his The people, and may they ever have the leading 
hand in Government. 

. lay ſucceſs attend us, whilſt we continue to de- 
ſerve it. 

an ay the endeavours of deſſ pots to enſlave mankind 


ever meet with diſgrace and overthrow, 
T8 | | May 
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May the eighteenth century put an end to power 
of tyranny, and the rage of war. 


Love and the bottle, when by ſincerity we deſerye 


the one, and temperance the other, 

The influence of intellects. 

May our endeavours always be ſucceſsful, when 
virtue 1s the end of them. 

May the ſowers of ſedition ever meet with diſgrace 
and overthrow. | | 

May liberty of thought and action find its way to 
every corner of the earth. 

May the glowing and invigorating ſun of liberty 
ſpread its enlivening influence throughout the 

world, 

May honeſty, virtue, and genius riſe to power and 
honors, whilſt roguery, folly, and vice fink 
into ſhame and diſgrace. 

Condeſcenfion without meanneſs, and dignity with- 

out pride. 5 

May the ſons of freedom increaſe and multiply. 

The Nation, the Law, and the King. 

May Wiſdom and Diſcretion be our pilots. 


2 Sincerity in friendſhip, and conſtancy in love. 
May ingratitude be puniſhed with reproach, 


Virtue and chaſtity to the petticoat race. 
The union of friendſhip, love and wine. 
May the actors of vice ſink in the firſt ſcene. 
May our hounds, horſes, and hearts never fail us. 
A homely wife, a neat retreat, 

Every thing in ſeaſon, enough to eat. 

Peace and good-will to all mankind. _ 
Merit to win a heart, and ſenſe to keep it. 
May genius and merit never want a friend. 
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When ladies ſelect, may virtue protect. 
The Fr Republic of Man. 
Honeſt Men and pretty Women. 


Univerſal Peace founded on the baſis of univerſal 


Liberty. 


May unjuſt Power be oppoſed by all the Friends of 


juſt Government. 
May we never know the loſs of a good friend. 
May riches beſtow what Poverty wants. 
Prudence and temperance with claret and cham- 
paigne. 
The honeſt Tar who ventures life and limb. 
Venus, Bacchus, Apollo, and the three Graces. 
May friendſhip draw the cork, and love the cartain. 
A heart to glow for another's good. fortune, 
A generous heart and a miſer's fortune. 
The C:mpanions of Beauty, Modeſty and love. 
The two Royals—the ſoldier and failor 


May that queen who preſerves virtue's domain, 
Be ever rever'd, and her wiſhes obtained. 


May Britons never want a home. 
May we all act the laſt ſcene with becoming Fortis: 


May the laſt article be long from our wants: the goods 


of the undertaker. 
May the actors of vice, fink in the firſt ſcene; 
May commerce flouriſh under the auſpices of free- 
dom's flag. 


May an honeſt paſſion always find a ſteady return of 


its favours. 
May the ſages in council ſo arm the ſtate, 
That heroic Britons may always be great. 
May liberty gain her canſe, and never feel 
An Engliſh priſon, nor a French baſtile. 


May the appearance of forrow always direct us to 


adopt conſolation. 
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MN introductory fon upon ſongs 
Anacreontic ſong 

Aſcending Calpe's ſtately brow 
Anacreontic ſong, Peter Pindar 
All in the Downs 


As yet a youth and unbetray'd 

As brother knights 

As TI was a ſearching the records 

A linnet juſt fledged 

As wrapt in fleepTIlay 

Amidſt the deluſions that o'er - the mind flutter 
A comical ſong I intend _ 

Ah! whither alaſs ſhall I fly 

As Ralph and Doll were making hay 

A wretch long tortur'd with diſdain 

As J ohnny and Nanny to yy wake went one day 


I Fegg heath camp 
Bacchus roſy god of wine 
A Bacchus, god of roſy wine 
Bacchus thou mighty god of wine 
ö Buy the fide of a N at the foot of a hill 
Beauteous nymph approve the flame 
Blow cheerly, ye winds 
. — g drive dull care away 


6 
And did you not hear of a jolly young waterman 5 
As down on Banners banks, &c. 
As on yon village lawn I firay'd 
Ah faſhion wherefore doſt thou {till 


* 52 
31% 4 wanton young wife near the Obeliſk did dwell 58 


50 


60 


103 
136 
140 
143 
103 
198 
202 
220 


223 


230 


12 


77 
125 


189 
190 
200 
213 
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Court me not to ſcenes of pleaſure 8 
Chelſea quarters 9 
Come ye lads of the fleet 17 
Cou'd you to battle march away 33. 
Come ſailors be filling the can — 34 
Could I, could I, once diſcover | 117 
Owritent and a Cot 177 
Cot ſplutter o'nails | 178 
Come my never frowning glaſs 20g 
Come drink my friend Jom, or you'll not have 
your ſhare 229 
D | 
Dear Tom this brown j jug ir 
Deareſt duſan tho? I leave you 64 
Dear Kitty why are you unkind 79 
Deprived of thee, t'were only. woe 118 
Death or Liberty 123 
Date Obolum Belaſario 4. 175 
*Ere you paſs, you ſhall aid us to drink down the 
moon ie 
Þ | 
Forth from my dark and diſmal cell 65 
From the hill of panaſſus deſcend 70 
Fortune's fickle ſtar ; 98 
For tenderneſs form'd 109 
For freedom and his 1 land 122 
Greenwich moorings 89 
Girls ſhy appear K | 164 
Hunting ſong 35 
Hark the bonny Chriſt church bells 9 
Here's to the maid of baſhful fifteen „ ro $$: 
How ſtands the glaſs around 46 
How my heart will fink within me 54 


How ſweet in the woodlands 85 
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Hunting ſong 
Harry of the green 

How charming a camp 


Here, Cynthia, let thy beauty beam 
Honeſt Jack 


Hunting Cantata 


Hunting the hare 
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How blythe was I each morn to ſee 
Hark, away, hark away | 
Hark, hark ye, how echoes 

| I 

I've ſeen my bonny lad to day 

I care not for faſhion 


lornce was but a pedler 


If wives in market 


Vl fly from the Thames to the Liffy 
1 went forth one eve 0 


In the ſweet pleaſant month of May 
Ins praiſe of the Apollo Gardens 
I don't care a pin about that 
In ouring clouds the day was dreit 


1 late was a waggoner fly and dry 
In Paris city they report for truth 
Lell ſtick to the charms of my Nancy 


I told a ſweet damſel a tender ſoſt tale 


Pm a Hounſlow young lad 


In praiſe of mulick | 

I care not for faſhion 
ES 2 8 

Jack 1he Guinea pig 


= 
Lovely Sue Dn 
Little thinks the townſman's wife 
Life's ike a- ſea | 
Loyalty and maſonry 
Louis the XVIth's lamentation 
Laughing Glee 


Huſh, huſh, ſuch counſel do not give 


Here quite ſew'd up lies poor Dick Trimmer 


114 


126 
128 


135 


147 
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184 


199 
74 


106 
107 
117 
119 
127 
130 


149 
148 
193 
203 
205 
207 
216 

91 
100 
215 
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Love, like the opening flower 5 


Let mirth and joy appear 1473 
Love was once a harmleſs child 175 
Let drunkards boaſt the power of wine 183 
Lovely nymph, aſſwage my anguiſh os - 
Louiſa fee the budding roſe 200 
Let philoſophers prate about reaſon and rules 214 
M 
Mary! O too charming maid „ 18. 
My Laura is more lovely fair 131 
Memory repeating 173 
' My heart from my boſom 202 
Maids tho? Cupid's painted blind 218 
Now Aurora is up, the ſweet goddeſs, &c. 3 
Na mair ye bonny laſſes gay 50 
No more I ſing of Amarillis 76 
Now mighty God of fluſhing wine 132 
Oh dearly do J love to rove TIENES; 
Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart 208 
'Oh, the pretty creature 161 
On Affric's wide plains | 161 
One night while round the fire we ſat 163 
O! with my deareſt Clara bleſt— 164 
Our topſail's a trip, and our anchors aweigh 206 
One night as I ſat with Tom Ramble 222 
Patrick O Conner's deſcription of the Indian Cam- 
paigne 5 e 22 
Poor Carlos ſu'd a beauteous maid 93 
Paddy's blunder | 98 
Planxty Na-bock-leſh 141 
ol 
Save woman and wine there is nothing in life 67 
Should winds blow hard | | 92 
Summer 


Sweet paſſion of love . | "G7 
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-_ *Dhe ſoldier's adieu 


EN U E 
See how the hardy ſeamam braves 
Sure girls are to be pitied 


Ihe had not time 


Sweet lilies of the valley 
Stand to your guns 


Surely a woman's a powerful creature 
dome device my aim to cover 


Since loſt to peace of mind ſerene _ 
Saturday | 


Smooth as the limpid ftream, that ſtray 
| | T 


The lad is pretty 
The Sky Lark 


The Roſy Morn 


The Smiling Morn 


The dying Negro 


'The Lamplighter 
The Stranger's at home 


The filver moon's enamour'd beam, 


The morning dew that wets the roſe 
The laſs of Peaty's mill 


There was a jolly miller 


The world is a whimſical round 7 


Tis along while ago fince diſtinctions aroſe 


The Sailor he fears not the roar of the ſeas 
To horſe ye jolly ſportſmen | 


'Tho? fortune inconſtant may frown 


| _ The jocund ſpring again is teen 


The Invitation 


{2 5 The ſudden change 
The bowl 


The beauties of Soho 
The Doves 
The Roſe 


be light of the moon 
The win 


The pretty mop ſqueezer 


223 


' To you who dare act as fair freedom directs 
The fortunate mechanic 


Thomas and Mary, a ballad 
The ſtorm 5 


Io reſiſt a youthful lover 


Ihe female volunteer 
There was a maiden in our town 


IN D E X. 


The ſweets he hopes to gain 
The ſtreamlet 

The noſegay 

The temple of love 

There the moon filver'd waters roam 
The mother's advice 

The jovial fellow 

The moment Aurora 

The perjur'd fair 

The coach box 

The poor blind beggar boy 


Thro' France, thro all the German legions 
The affectionate ſoldier | 


The mulberry tree 


The happy man 
The heaving of the lead 


The ſweet roſy morning 
Tho' love involuntary ſprings 


To Dolly, ſaid Hodge, you are ſweet 
| V 


Verſes ona pair of canary birds 
W 


William of the Ferry 

When in good company we are 

When the trees are all bare, &c. | 
When I was at home, I was merry and Friſky 43 
When ſpring diſpenſing ſweets: around 
When I had ſcarcely told fixteen . 

With idle tales you fill'd my head | 50 
When Orpheus went down'to the regions below 67 
When Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn 
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When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 72 


* When *tis night and the midnight watch is come 75 


Whither my love 87 
When the banners of glory 904 
When Polly blooming, fair, and gay 104 
When high frizl'd heads 111 
While the lover's dully thinking 112 
Whene're ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead - 5 93 

When one's drunk, not a girl but looks pretty 119 

When the toil of day is o'er 120 
Wiſe in time 2 — 167 


When Britain firſt her fair domain 7 
W hat boots it where thy ſoldier lies 179 


We be three poor fiſhermen bf 9s N 199 
When the ſails catch the breeze. 201 
When dewy morn or moon beams bright 207 

When the bright god of dax 211 
When once you find her alter'd mind 217 
When on the wide ocean we meet the proud foe 226 
What matters, Toin, to where we're bound 227 
When Sapho tun d the raptur'd ſtrain 228 

When ſpring blooming ſpring firſt appears 229 
| pers *y 
Yet I am oblig'd to knock under 20 
Young Teddy 1s a Iriſh lad 42 
Young Sandy follow me 6 
Ye maidens who dance on the plain 101 
You may talk of the brogue 115 
Ye cryſtal fountains ſoftly flo r 134 
Ye ſocial lads of wit and humour 181 
Von cot by the ſea 208 
Ye mortals, or ſons of dull care 210 
Ve gales that gently wave the ſea 212 


Ye virgins whoſe beauties engage ev'ry ſwain 210 
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